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PREFACE. 


k Death of Anthony and Cleopatra, is 4 
IT ſubjeft which has been treated by the great- 
e Wits of our Nation, after Shakeſpear 5 
41d by all ſo variouſly, that their example 
giv'n me the confidence to try my ſelf in this bow of 
ſſes, amongſt the crowd of Suitors ; and withal, to take 
own meaſures, in aiming at the mark. I doubt not 
the ſame motive has prevailed with all of us in this 
tempt; 1 mean, the excellency of the moral: for the 
of perſons repreſented, were famous patterns of unlaw- 
Love; and their end accordingly was unfortunate. 
l reaſonable men have long ſince concluded, that the 
ro of che Poem ought not to be a Character of per- 
N wirtue; for then be could not, without injuſtice, be 

4 nor yet altogether wicked, 7 be 

not then be pitied. I have therefore fleer'd the 
ddle courſe, and have drawn the Character of An- 
may as favourably as Plutarch, Appian, and Dion 
ius won d give me leave. The like I have obſerv'd 
Cleopatra, That which is wanting to work up the 
to a greater height, was not afforded me by the 
wy : for the crimes of Love which they both com- 
tted, were not occaſioned by any neceſſuy, or fatal 
ance, but were wholly voluntary ; our Paſſe- 
are, or + eee dog wo 
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PREFACE. 
rick of the Play is regular enough, as to the inferior 
parts of it; and the Unities of Time, Place and Atii- 
on, more exactly obſerv d, than perhaps the Engliſh 
Theatre requires. Particularly, the Action is ſo much 
one, that it 18 the only of the kind without Epiſode, or 
Underplot; every Scene in the Tragedy conducing t1 
the main deſign, and every Act concluding with a turn 
of it. The greateſt error in the contrivance ſeems to be 
in the perſon of Octavia: for, though I might uſe the 
privilege of a Poet, to introduce her into Alexandria; 
yet I had not enough conſider d, that the compaſſion fb 
mov'd to herſelf and children, was deferuttive to th 
which 1 reſerv d for Anthony and Cleopatra; whoſe 
mutual love being founded upon vice muſt leſſen the fa 
vour of the Audience to them, when Virtue and 1 
cence were oppreſs'd by it. And though I juſtify'd 
thony in ſome meaſure, by making Octavia's departu 
to proceed whelly from her ſelf, yet the force of t 
firſt Machine ſtill remain d; and the dividing of pity 
like the cutting of a River into many channels, abat 
the firength of the natural fiream. But this is an ol 
jection which none of my Criticks have urg d again 
me; and therefore I might have let it paſs, if 1 co 
have been partial to my ſelf. The faults my Enemie 
have found, are rather cavils, concerning little, 4 
not eſſential decenciet, which a Maſter of the Cerem 
nies may decide betwixt us. The French Poets, I c 
Jeſs, are ſtrict obſervers of theſe * They w 
not, for example, have ſuſſer d Cleopatra and Octavi 
to have met; or if they had met, there muſt only hat 
paſs'd betwixt them ſome cold civilities, but no eage 
eſs of repartee, for fear of offending againſt the grea 
neſs of their characters, and the modeſtly of their ſex. Tl 
objeftion I ſoreſaw, and at the ſame time contemn'd 
For I judg'd it both natural and probable, that Octavi 
proud of her new gain'd would ſearch 
Cleopatra to triumph over ber, and that Cleopat 
thus atiack'd, was not of a ſpirit to ſhun the encount 
and tis not unlikely, that two exaſperated Rivals ſhoi 
aſe ſuch Satyr as I bave put into their mouths, for 
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ter all, though the one were a Roman, and the other 
4 Queen, they were both Women. Iis true, ſome atti- 
ons, though natural, are not fit to be repreſented ; and 
broad obſcenities in words, ought in good manners to be 
avoided, Expreſſions therefore are a modeſt clothing of our 
thoughts, as breeches and petticoats are of our bodies. If 
1 have kept my ſelf within the baunds of medeſty, all 
beyond it is but nicety and affeftation, which is no 
more but modeſiy deprav'd into a vice. They betray 
themſelves, who are too quick of apprehenſion in ſuch 
caſes, and leave all reaſonable men to tnmagine worſe of 
them, than of the Poet. 


Hone,”? Montaigue goes yet farther : | Nous ne ſom- 
mes que ceremonie; la ceremonie nous emporte, et 
laiſſons la ſubſtance des choſes. Nous nous tenons 
aux branches, et abandonnons le tronc & le corps. 
Nous avons appris aux Dames de rougir, oyans ſeu- 
lement nommer ce qu'elles ne craignent aucunement 


a faire. Nous noſons appeller à droit nos membres, 
de les employer à toute ſorte de 


& ne craignons pas 
debauche. La .. nous defend d' exprimer 
ar paroles les choſes licites & naturelles, & nous 
en croyons; la Raiſon nous defend de n'en faire 
point d'illicites & mauvaiſes, & perſonne ne len croe 
it. My comfort is that by this opinion, my Enemies are 
but ſucking Criticks who won d fain be nibling ere their 
teeth are come. 

Yet, in this nicety of manners does the excellency of 
French Poetry conſiſt. Their Heroes are the moſt civil 
people breathing ; but their good breeding ſeldom extends 
to a word of good ſenſe. All their wit is in their cere- 
mony : they want the genius which animates our Stage; 
and therefore it is but neceſſary when they cannot 
pleaſe, that they ſhould take care not to offend, But as 


the civileſs man in the company is commonly the dul- 
| A 3 left, 
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+} Liv. II. Chap. 17. 
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left, ſo theſe Authors, while they are afraid to make 
you h or cry, out of pure good manners, make yo 

ſleep. They are ſo careful not to exaſperate 4 Critick, 
that they never leave him any work ; ſo buſie with the 
broom, and make ſo clean a riddance, that there is lu 
ile leſt either for cenſure or ſor praiſe : For no part 
a Poem is worth onr diſc ing, where the whole 
is inſivid; as when we have once taſted of pall d wine, 
we flay not to examine it glaſs by glaſs. But while 
they affect to ſhine in trifles, they are often careleſs 
in eſſentials. Thus their Hippolytus is ſo ſcrupulous in 
point of decency, that he will rather expoſe himſelf ty 
death, than accuſe his Step-mother to his Father; and 
my Criticks I am ſure will commend him for it : but 
we of groſſer apprehenſions, are apt to think, that this 
exceſs of gener eſity is not practicable, but with Fool; 
and Madmen. This was good manners with a ven- 
geavce ; and the Audience is like to be much con- 
cern'd at the misfortunes of this admirable Hero. But 
take Hippolytus out of his poetick fit, and I ſuppoſe he 
would think it a wiſer part to ſet the ſaddle on the 
right Horſe, and chuſe rather to lrve with the reputati- 
on of a plain-ſpoken honeſt Man, than to dye with the 
inſamy of an mceſiuous Villain, In the mean time we 
may take notice, that where the Poet ought to have 
preſerv d the Character as it was deliver d to us by 
Antiquity, when he ſhould have given us the Picture 
of a rough young Man, of the Amazonian ftrain, 4 
jolly Huntſman, and both by his profeſſion and his ear- 
ly riſing, a mortal Enemy to Love, he has choſen 10 
give him the turn of Gallantry, ſent him to travel 
from Athens to Paris, taught bim to make Love, and 
transformed the Hippolytus of Euripides into Monſieur 
Hippolyte. I ſhould not have troubled my ſelf thu: 
Jar with French Poets, but that I find our Chedreux 
Critics wholly form their j s by them. But for 
my part, 1 deſire to be try'd by the laws of my own 
Country; for it ſeems unjuſt to me, that the Freneh 
ſhould preſcribe here, till they have conquer d. Our lit- 


ile Sonnettiers who follow them, have too narrow Souls 
80 
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PREFACE. 7 
to judge of Poetry. Poets themſelves are the moſt proper, 
though I conclude not the only Criticks. But till ſome 
Genius, as univerſal as Ariſtotle, ſhall ariſe, who can 
penetrate into all Arts and Sciences, without the pra- 
tice of them, 1 ſhall think it reaſonable, that the judę- 
mens of an Artificer in his own Art, ſhould be prefera- 
ble to the opinion of another Man; 41 leaſt where he is 
not brib'd by iatereſt, or prejudic'd by malice And 
thi 1 ſuppoſe, is manifeſt by plain induction: For, firſt, 
the cannot be preſum d to have more than aygroſs 
inſtinct of what pleaſes or diſpleaſes them. Every man 
will grant me this: but then, by a particular kindneſs 
to himſelf, he draws his own tale firſl, and will be 
diſtinguiſh'd from the multitude, of which other men 
may think bim one, But, if I come cloſer to thoſe who 
are aillw'd for witty Men, either by the advantage of 
their quality, or by common Fame, and affirm that 
neither are t 


ſe ; 
s of it muſt pleaſe tvery Man; there- 
fore Tragedy 1s not 10 be judg'd by a witty Man, whoſe 
taſte is only confin'd to Comedy. Nor is every Man who 
loves Tragedy a ſufficient Judge of it : he muſt under- 
fand the excellencies of it too, or he will only prove a 
blind Admirer not a _ = bence J. comes that 

o many Satyrs on Poets, cenſures of their writings, 
75 ET of pleaſant converſation, at leaſt e- 
fleem'd ſo, and indu d with a trifling kind of fancy, 
perhaps help d out with * ſmattering of _ 
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ambiti diſtingui elves he herd of Gen- 

OO 
Rarus enim fermè ſenſus communis in illa 
Fortuna. 


on, not to be con- 
ſit 
down gy with their Eflates, but they muſt call 
their Wits in queſtion, and needleſly expoſe their naked- 
neſs to publick view? Not that they are not 
to expect the ſame approbation from ſober Men, which 
they have found from their Flatterers after the third 
bottle, If a little glittering in diſcourſe has paſs'd them 
on us for witty Men, where was the neceſſity of undeceiv. 
ing the World! Would a Man who has an ill Title to an 
Eſtate, but yet is in poſſeſſion of it, would he bring it 
of his own accord, to betry'd at Weſtminſter 2 We who 
write, if we want the talent, yet have the excuſe thas 
we do it for a poor ſubſtance; but what can be ury'd 
in their defence, who not having the vocation of po- 
verty, ſcribble out of meer wantonneſs, and take pains 
to make themſelves ridiculous ? Horace was certainly 
in the right, where he ſaid, That no Man is fatisfy'd 
with his own condition. A Poet is not pleas'd becauſe 
he is not rich; and the Rich are diſcontented, becauſe 
the Poets will not admit them of their number. Thus 
the caſe is hard with Writers. If they ſucceed not, they 
muſt flarve; and if they do, ſome malicious Satyr is 
prepar'd to level them, for daring to pleaſe without their 
leave. But while they are ſo eager to deſtroy the fame 
of others, their ambiution is ifefs in their concern- 
ment. Some Poem of their own is to be produc'd, and 
the Slaves are to be laid flat with their faces on the 
_ that the Monarch may appear in the greater 


And is not this a wretched 
rented with what Fortune has done for them, and 


mw 


4 
* 
b 
d 
4 
1. 
F 
th 
th 
hi 
hy 
W 
OT 
bh 


MSSM. 


8 Fs F 8A TSF 


2 


Dionyſius and Nero had the ſame longings; but with 
all their Power they could never bring their buſineſs 
well about. "Tis true, they proclaim'd themſelves Poets 
by ſound of Trumpet ; and Poets they were upon pain of 
death to any Man who durſt call them otherwiſe. The 
Audience had a fine time on't, you may imagine; they 
ſate in a bodily fear, look'd as demurely as they could: 
For *twas a hanging matter to laugh unſeaſonably ; and 
the Tyrants were ſuſpicious, as they had reaſon, that 
their Subjects had em in the wind; ſo every Man in 
his own defence, ſet as good a face upon the buſineſs as 
he could, "Twas known before-hand that the Monarchs 
were to be 5 but _ the Shew was 
over, and an honeſt Man was ſuffer'd to depart quiet 
be took out his laughter which 24 ſtifled, Lune 
firm reſolution never more to ſee an Emperor's Play, 
though he had been ten years a making it. In the mean 
time, the true Poets were they who made the beſt mark- 
ets, for they had wit enough to yield the Prize with a 
good grace, and not contend with him who had thirty 
Legions, They were ſure to be rewarded if they confeſs'd 
themſelves bad Writers, and that was ſomewhat better 
than to be Martyrs for their reputation. Lucan's exam - 
ple was enough to teach them manners; and after he 
was put to death, for overcoming Nero, the Emperor 
carried it without diſpute, for the beſt Poet in his Do- 
minions. No Man was ambitions of that grinning ho- 
nour; for if he heard the malicious Trumpeter proclaim- 
ing his name before his betters, he knew there was but 
one way with him. Mecznas took another courſe, and 
we know he was more than a great Man, for he was 
witty too: But finding himſelf far gone in Poetry, 
which Seneca aſſures us was not his talent, he though: 
it his beſt way to be well with Virgil and with Ho- 
race; that at leaſt he might be a Poet at the ſecond 
hand. And we ſee how happily it has ſucceeded with 
bim; for his own bad Poetry is forgotten, and their 
Panegyricks of him flill remain. But they who ſhould 
be our Patrons, are for no ſuch expenſive ways to * : 
As They 
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of his Liberality, They are for perſecutimg Horace and 
Virgil, in the perſons of their ſucceſſors, ſuch is 
every Man, who has any of their ſoul on fire, 
though in a leſs degree.) Some of their little Zanies yet 
go farther; for they are Perſecutors even of Horace 
himſelf, as jar as they are able, by their ignorant and 
vile imitations of him; by making an unjuſt uſe of his 
authority, and turning his Artillery againſt his friends. 
But how would he diſdain to be copyed by ſuch bands! 
I dare anſwer for him, he would be more uneaſie in their 
company, than he was with Criſpinus their foreſather 
in the Holy way; and would no more have allow'd 
them à place amongſt the Criticks, than be would De- 
metrius the Mimick, and Tigellius the Buffoon ; 


Demetri, teque Tigelli, 
Diſcipulorum inter jubeo plorare cathedras. 32 
With what ſcorn would he look down on ſuch miſere- 
ble Tranſlators, who make doggrel of his Latin, miſtake 
his meaning, miſapply his cenſures, and often contra - 
dict their own? He is f d as à land-mark to ſet out 
the bounds of Poctry. 


— Mm anciquu m, in ens, 
Limes agro poſitus litem ut diſeerneret artis; 


8 Mp 8 s are re- 
quir d, to raiſe the weight of ſuch an Author ; and when 
they would 10 bins againſt rheir Enemies; 


Genua labant, gelidus concrevit frigore ſanguis, 
Tum lapis ipſe viri vacuum per inane volutus, 
Nec ſpatium evaſit totum, nec pertulit ictum. 


For my part, I would wiſh no other revenge, either 
for my ſelf or the reft of the Poets, from this rhyming 
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Vellem in amiciti2 fic erraremus, & iſti 
Errori nomen Virrus poſuifſct honeſtum. 
But he would never have allow'd him to have call'd 


haſty, 
£m py fly A 


———-Canibus pigris ſeabieque veruſt2 
Levibus, & ficcz lambentibus ora lucernæ 
Nomen erit, Pardus, Tygris, Leo; fi quid adhuc ef 
Quod fremit in terris violentius. 


Yet Lucreti hb Lover, 
42 on — bis ate * 
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But to drive it, ad Ethiopen Cygnum, is not to 
be indur'd. i! leave him to. interpret this by the benefit 
of his French verſion on the other ſide; and without 
farther conſidering him, than I have the re of my il. 
luerate Cenſors, whom 1 have diſdain d to anſwer, be- 
cauſe they are not qualified for Judges. I remains 
that I acquaint the Reader, that I have endeavour'd 
in this Play to follow the practice of the Ancients, 
who, as Mr. Rymer has judiciouſly ob ſerv d, are, and 
ought to be our Maſters. Horace likewiſe gives it for 
4 rule in his Art of Poetry, * 


Vos exemplaria Græca 
Nocurui verſate manu, verſate diurna. 
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formance afier him, it will be prudence in me to be fi- 
lens, Tet, I hope I may affirm, and without vanity, 
that by imitating him, I have excell'd my felſ throughout 
the play; and particularly, that I prefer the Stene be- 
zwixt Anthony and Ventidius in the firſt Act, to any 
thing which 1 have written in this kind. 
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To Anthony and Cleopatra. 
pp HAT of Criticks hover here to day: 
As V wait on Armies for their Prey, 
——— — 
And follow dying Poets by the ſcent. ; 
Ours gives himſelf for gone; r 
. without his Rhyme; 
brings a Tale which often has been hold; 
As ſad as Dido's ; and almoſt as old. 
His Hero, whom you Wits his Bully call, 
Beats of his mettle, and ſcarce rants at all, 


2 I mind ; 
, La ago pb but is wond'rous kind. 
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's of the Pit. 
I cos d name more; A Wiſe and Miftreſs too; £ 


' Both, to be plain, too moſt of you : 

The Wife well-natur'd, and the Miftreſs true. 
Now Poets, if your ſame has been bis care; 

Allow bis all the candour you can ſpare. 

— — — 

Let theo fact ants whoſe wi ſrvery ſmall, 

Let thoſe find fault whoſe wit's ſo 

Leahy fetch mint wif" over foalh, 

Errors like ſtraws upon the ſurface flow ; 

He who won d ſearch for Pearls muſt dive below. 

Fops may have leave to level all they can; 

As Pigmies wo d be glad to lop a Man. 

Half Wits are fleas, ſo little and ſo light, 

We ſcarce cou'd know they live, but that they bite. 

But, 4s the Rich, when tir d with daily leaſts, 

For change, become their next poor Tenants gueſts ; 
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beard, 


Poet's 
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plenteons Autumn now is paſs, 
in good part 
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16 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Marc Anthony. 

Ventidius, his General. 
Dolabella, his Friend. 
Alexas, the Queen's Eunuch. 
Serapion, Prieſt of Is. 
Myris, Another Prieſt. 


Servants to Anthony. 
Cleopatra, Queen of Agypt. 
Ofavia, Anthony's Wife. 

Charmion, 


Trat, 
Anthony's two little Daughters. 


SCENE ALEXANDRIA. 
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SCENE, the Temple of Iſis. 


Euter Serapion and Myris, Prieſts of Iſis. 


Serapion. 
Ortents and Prodigies are grown ſo frequent, 
P That they have jo cher 4 op Our fruitful Nile 
Flow'd ere & wonted ſcaſon, with a torrent 
So unexpected, and ſo wondrous herce, 
That the wild deluge overtook the haſte, 
Ev*n of the Hinds that watch'd it. Men and beaſts 
Were born above the tops ot trees, that grew 
On th'urmoſt margin of the water-mark ; 
Then with ſo ſwift an ebb the flood drove backward, 
It ſlipt from underneath the ſcaly herd. 
Here monſtrous Phoce panted on £m ſhore: 
Forſaken there; with their broad tails, 


Lay laſhing the departing waves: Hard by em, 
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Sea Horſes floundring in the ſlimy mud, 

Toſs'd up their heads and dard the ouze about'em. 
Enter Alexas behind them. 


Myr. Avert theſe Omens, Heav'n 
Serap. Laſt night, between the hours of twelve and 


In a lone Iſle o*ch'Temple, while | walk'd, (One, 


A whicl-wind roſe, that with a violent blaſt, 
Shook all the Doms: The doors around me clapt, 
The Iron wicket that defends the vault, 
Where the long Race of Ptolemies is laid, 
Burſt open, and diſclos d the mighty dead. 
From out each Monument, in order plac'd, 
An armed Ghoſt ſtarts up: The Boy-King laſt 
Rear'd his inglorious head. A peal of groans 
Then follow'd, and a lamentable voice 
-Cry'd, Zgypt is no more. My blood ran back, 
My ſhaking knees againſt other knock d; 
On the cold pavement, down I fell intranc'd, 
And ſo unfinith'd left the horrid ſcene. (the ſtory, 
Alexas ſhew- 2 And dream'd you this ? or, did invent 
ing himſelf. 5 To frighten our ZgyprianBoys withal, 
And train em up betimes in fear of Prieſthood ? 
Serap. My Lord, I ſaw you not, 
Nor meant my words ſhould reach your cars ; but what 
Lutter d was moſt true. | 
Alex. A fooliſh dream, 
Bred from the fumes of indigeſted feaſts, 
And holy luxury. * 
Serap. I know my : 
| farther 


goes no . 
Alex. *Tis not fit it ſhould. 
Nor would the times now bear it, were it true. 
All ſouthern, from yon hills, che Rowen Camp 
_ o'er us black and threatning, like a ſtorm 
Juſt breaking on our heads, 
Serap. Our faint Agi pray for Anthony; 


Myr: 


But in their ſervile hearts they own Offevins. 


P 
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Myr. Why then does Anthony dream out his hours, 
And temprs not Fortune for a noble day, 

Which might redeem what Actium hath loſt ? 

Alex. He thinks tis paſt recovery. 

Serap. Yet the Foe 
Seems not to 2 the Siege. 

Alex. O, there's the wonder. 

Mecenas and Agrippa, who can moſt . 
With Ceſar, are his Foes. His Wife Octavia, 
Driv'n from his houle, ſollicits her revenge: 
And Dolabella, who was once his Friend, 
Upon ſome private grudge, now ſeeks his ruin, 
Yer ſtill war ſeems on either fide to ſleep · | 

Serap. "Tis ſtrange that Anthony, for ſome days paſt; 
Has not beheld the face of Cleopatra; 

Bur here, in I: Temple, lives retir'd, 
And makes his heart a prey to black deſpair. ; 

Alex. "Tis true: and we much fear he hopes by ab- 
To cure 228 of — (ſence 

Serap. e be vanquiſh'd, 

Or make his peace, Zgypt is doom'd to be 

A Roman Province; and our plenteous Harveſt 
Muſt then redeem the ſcarceneſs of their oi). 
While 4nthonyſood firm, our Alexandria 
Rival'd proud Rome, Dominion's other fear, 
And Fortune ſtriding, like a vaſt Coloſſi, 
Cou'd fix an equal foot of Empire here. 

Alex. Had I my wiſh, theſe Tyrants of all Natu. c, 
Who lord it o'er Mankind, ſhould periſh, periſh 
Each by the other's Sword]; but ſinee our will 
Is lamely follow'd by our pow'r, we muſt 
Depend on one; with him to riſe or fall. 

Serap. How ſtands the Queen affected ? 

Alex. O, ſhe dotes, 

She dotes Serapion, on this vanquiſh'd Man, 
And winds her (elf about his mighty ruins. 
Whom would ſhe yet forſake, yet yield him up; 
This hunted prey, to his purſuers hands, 

She might preſerve us all: but tis in van 
This changes my defigns, this blaſts my counſels, a 
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And makes me uſe all — 1 
Whom I could wiſh divided from her arms 

Far as the Earth's deep centre. Well you know 
The tate of things; no more of your ill Omens, 
And black Prognoſticks ; labour to confirm 

The People's hearts. 


Enter Ventidius, talking aſide with a Gentleman of An- 
„ thony's. 


ans Theſe Romans will o'er hear us. 

But who's that Stranger? By his warlike port, 

His fierce demeangr, and erected look, 

He's of no vulgar Lowe, 

Alex. Otis Fentidius, 

Our Emp'rors great Lieutenant in the Eaſt, 

Who firſt ſhew'dRome,thatParthia could be conquer'd; 

When Anthony return'd from Syria laſt, 

He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers. 
Serap, You ſeem to know him well. : 
Alex. Too well. I ſaw him in Cilicia fiſt, 

When Cleoparre there met Antony: 

A mortal Foc he was to us, and gt. 

But, let me witneſs to the worth I hate; 

A braver Roman never drew a ſword. | 

Firm to his Prince; bur as a Friend, not Slave. 

He neꝰ er was of his pleaſures ; bur preſides 

O'er all his cooler hours and morning Counſels. 

In ſhort, the plainneſs, ſierceneſs, rugged virtue 

Of an old true ſtampt Romas lives in him. 

His coming bodes | know not what of ill 

To our affairs, withdraw to mark him better, 

And I'll acquaint you, why I ſought you here, 

And what's our preſent work. | 

withdraw to a corner of the Stage, and Ventidi- 
us, with the other, comes forwards to the ſront. 

Vent. Not ſee him, ſay you? 

I ay, I muſt and will. 
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Vent. I bring him news will raiſe his drooping Spi- 
Give him new life. ( rits, 
Gent. He ſecs not 4. 
Vent. Would he had never ſeen her. 
Gent. Ne eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no uſe 
Of any thing, but thought; or, if he talks, 
"Tis to himſelf, and then tis perfect raving : 
Then he defies the World, and bids it paſs, 
Sometimes he gnaws his lip, and curſes loud 
The Boy Ofavins: Then he draws his mouth 
Into a ſcornful ſmile, and cries, take all, 
The world's not worth my care. 
Vent. Juſt juſt his nature. 
Virtue's his path; but ſometimes tis too narrow 
For his vaſt Soul; and then he ſtarts our wide, 
And bounds into a vice that bears him far 
From his firſt courſe, and plunges him in ills. 
But, when his makes him find his fault, 
Quick to obſerve, and full of ſharp remorſe, 
He cenſures cagerly his own miſdeeds, 


Judging himſelf with malice to himſelf, 
And no 


t forgiving what as Man he did, 
Becauſe his other parts are more than Man. 
He muſt not thus be loſt. 

(Alexas and the Prieft come forward. 

Alex. You have your full inſtructions, now advance; 
Proclaim your Orders loudly. 

Serap. Romans, Zgyptians,hear theQueen's command 
Thus Cleopatra bids, Let labour ceaſe, 
To Pomp and Triumphs give this happy day, 
That gave the World a Lord : *Tis Anthony's. 
Live Anthony; and Cleopatra live. 

Be this the general voice ſent up to Heav'n, 
And every publick place repeat this eccho. 

Vent. aſide.) Fine pageantry ! 

Serap. Set out before your doors 
The Images of all your — Fathers, 
With laurels crown'd ; with laurels wreath your poſts 
And ſtrow with flow rs the pavement; Let _ 
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— join whdd you in gladneſs. 

Vent. Curſe on the ton bids this general joy, H 
Can they be friends ot Anthony, who revel 


When Anthony's in danger? Hide, for ſhame, Br 
You Romens, your Great Grandfires Images, Ti 
For fear their Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 4 
To bluſh at their degenerate Progeny. ny: 

Alex. Alove, which knows no bounds to Anthony, Le 
Would mark the day with honours; when all Heav'n N. 
Labour d for him, when each propitious Star Te 
Stood wakeful in his orb, to watch that hour, A 
AE — — 

Queen neglected, like a 

That paſs'd obſcurely by. * 

Vent. Would it had ſle 
Divided far from his; till ſome remote * 
And future age had call d it out, to ruin Or 
Some other Prince not him. | 

Alex. Your Emperor, 
Though grown unkind, would be move gentle, than * 

Tupbraid my Queen for loving him too well. 

Vent. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieſt? WI 
He knows him not his Executioner. 
O, ſhe has deck d his ruin with her love, 
Led himin bands to gaudy ſlaughter, 
And made perdiion pleaſing: She has left him 
The blank of what he was. 


I cell thee, Eunuch, ſhe has quite unman'd him, 
Can any Romas ſee, and know him now, 
Thus alter'd from the Lord of half Mankind, 
Unbent, unfinew'd, made a Woman's toy, 
Shrunk from the vaſt extent of all his honours, 
And crampt within a corner of the World? 
O, Anthony ! 
Thou braveſt Soldier, and thou beſt of Friends i 
Bounteous as Nature 3 next to Nature's God | (give em 
Couldſt thou but make new =. 1— thou 
As were thy being. Roug in e, 
3 ——— went to War; 
=, . 


Yer, 
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Yer, after Victory, more pitiful 
Than all their praying Virgins left at home 
Alex, Would you could add to thoſe more ſhining 
His truth to her who loves him. (Virrues, 
Vent. Would I could not. | 
Bur, wherefore waſte I precious hours with thee 
Thou art her darling Miſchief, her chief Engine, 
Anthony's other Fate. Go, tell thy Queen, 
Ventidins is arriv'd, to end her charms, 
Ler your prian Timbrels play alone; 
Nor mix effeminate ſounds with Rowan Trumpers. 
You dare not fight for Anthony, go 


Re-enter the Gentleman of M. Anthony. 


2 Gent. The Emperor approaches, and commands, 
On pain of death, that none preſume to ſtay. 
1 Gent. I dare not diſobey him. 


a Going out with the other. 
Vent. Well, I dare. 


Bur, I'll obſerve him firſt unſcen, and find 
Which way his humour drives: che reſt I'll venture. 
__ (Withdraws. 


Enter Anthony, 3 4 diflurb'd motion, before 


Anth. They tell me tis my Birth day, and I'll keep it 
With double pomp of ſadneſs, | 
Tis what the day deſerves, which gave me breath. © 
Why was I rais'd the Meteor ofthe World, 
Hung in the skies, and blazing as I travell'd, 
'Till all my fires were ſpent; and then caſt downward 
To be trod out by Ceſar ? | 

Vent. On my Soul, (Aſida. 
'Tis mournful, wondrous mournful ! 

Anth, Count thy gai 
Now, Anthony, would'ſt thou be born for this? 
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Glutton of Fortune, thy devouring youth 
Has ſtary'd thy wanting age. 

Vent. How ſorrow ſhakes him ! ; ( Aſide, 
So, now the tempeſt tears him up by th' roots, 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin. 

(Anth. having thrown himſelf down) 
Lie there, thou ſhadow of an Emperor ; 
The place thou preſſeſt on thy Mother Ea 
Is all thy Empire now: now it contains thee. 
Some few days hence, and then twill be tos large, 
When thou'rt contracted in the narrow Urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold aſhes ; then Octavia, 


COON) 
Octavia will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her widow'd hand to Ceſar. 
Ceſar will , the Crocodile will weep, 
To ſee his Rival of the Univerſe 
Lyeftill and peaceful there. Pll think no more onꝰt. 
Anth. Give me ſome Mufick ; look that it be fad: 
I'll och my W N till I ſwell, 
And burſt my ſelf with fghing (Soft Muſick. 
*Tis ſomewhat to my humour. Stay, I fancy 
I'm now turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature, 
Of all forſaken and forſaking all; 
Live in a ſhady Forcſt's ſylvan ſcene, 
Streteh d at my length beneath ſome blaſted oak, 
I lean my upon the moſſy bark, 
And look juſt of a piece, as I grew from it: 
. My uncomb'd — wages ike Miſle _ 
g o'er my 5 a murm ring bre 
Runs at my . 
Vent. Methinks I alſo fancy 
My ſelf there too. 
Ant. The herd come jumping by me, 
And fearleſs, quench their thirſt, while I look on, 
And take me for their fellow-Citizen, 
More of this image, more; itlulls my thoughts. 
(Soft Muſick agai 
Vent. I muſt diſturb him; I can hold no longer. 
| (Stands before _ 
| Ant 
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Anth, ſtarting up.] Art thou Ventidins ? 
Vent. Are you Anthony ? 
m li ker what I was, than you to him 
lett you laſt. 
Anth, I'm angry. 
Fent. So am |. 
Anth. I would be private: leave me. 
Vent. Sir, I love you, 
And therefore will not leave you. 
Anth. Will not leave me? 
Where have you learnt that anſwer? Who am 
Vent. My Emperor; the Man I love next Heav'n 3 
If I ſaid more think twere ſcarce a fin; 
Fare all that's good and God-like. 
Anth. All that's wretched. 
ou will not leave me then? 
Vent, Twas too preſuming 


To ſay I would not; but I dare not leave you. 

id tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
ſoon, when I ſo far have come to ſce you. 

Anth. Now thou haſt ſeen me, art thou ſatisfy'd ? 
or if a Friend, thou haſt beheld enough ; 

d if a Foe, too much. | 
Vent. weeping. Look Emperor ! this is no common 
have not wept this forty years; but now (dew ; 
ly Mother comes afreſh into my eyes; | 
cannot help her ſoftneſs. (he weeps! 
Anth. By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old Man, 
ie big round drops courſe one another down 
e furrows of his checks, Stop em, Ventidizs, 

| (hall bluſh to death: they ſer my ſhame, 
at caus d em, full before me. 
Vent, I'll do my beſt. 


Anth. Sure there's contagion in the tears of friends 
e, I have caughrit too, Believe me, tis not | 
r my own griefs, but thine —— Nay, Father, 
Vene. Emperor. | * 
Anth. Emperor! Why, that's the ſtyle of victory. 
he conquering Soldier, red with unfelt wounds, 
utes his General ſo; but never more 
all that ſound reach my ears. 


B Vent . 


— — 
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Vent. I warrant you. | \ 
Auth. Actium, Actium ! Oh 
po It ſits roo near you. * by da 
Anth. Here, here it lyes; a A 

And in my ſhort diftracted nighcly a 6. ren 8 

The Hag that rides my dreams ——— 

Vent. Out with it; give it vent. 
Anth. Urge not my ſhame. 

I loſt a Battle. 

Vent. So has Julius done. (thou think ſt; 
Anth. Thou favour'ſt me, and ro not half 

For Juiius fought it our, and loſt ir 

But Anthony 
Vent. Nay, — not. 

ell, thou wilt 2 it,) like a Coward fled, 

Fled while his Soldiers foughe ; fled firſt, Ventidins. 

Thou lony'ſtto curſe me, and I gi ive thee leave. 

I know thou com f prepar'd to ral 
Vent. I did. 

Ab. IU bel — have been a Man Vencidi 
2 Tes, ch brave one; bu... 
Anth, I know thy meaning. 

Bur I have loſt my reaſon, have diſgrac d 

The name of Soldier with inglorious caſe. 

{a the full vintage of my flowing hbnours 
re ſtill, and ſaw it preſs'd by other hands. 

Fortune came ſmiling ro my ape a woo'dir, 

And purple greatneſs met my years. 

When firſt Ceimet to Empire, ! Was born 

On tides of People, crowding to my Triumphs; 

The wiſh of Nations ; and the willing world 

Receivꝰ d me as its pledge of future p 


. gre ſo happy, fo below 
ruin 8 Nat I took. Pans 
pow work'd againſt my Fortune; chid her for me 


And turn'd her looſe :. yer ſtill ſhe ca 

My cateleſs days, and i = 

At length have weary'd her, and now gone. 
Gone, gone, divore d for ever. Help me, Soldier, 
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To curſe this Madman, this induſtrious Fool, 
Who labour d to be wretched : prithee curſe me. 
Vent. No. | 
Anth, Why? 
„ vent. Lou are too ſenſible already 
Of what y*ave done, too conſcious of your failings, 
And, like a Scorpion, whipt by others firſt 85 
To tury, ſting your ſelf in mad revenge. 
I would bring balm and pour it in your wounds, 
Cure your diſtemper'd mind, and heal your fortunes. 
Anth. I know thou would'R. 
Vent. I will. - 
Anth. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Vent, You laugh. 
Anth. 1 do, to ſee officious love 
Give cordials to the dead. 
Vent. You would be loſt then? 
Amnth. lam. | 
Vent. I ſay you are not. Try your fortune. (perate, 
Anth, I have to th* utmoſt. Doſt thou think me dei. 
Without juſt cauſe? No, when | found all loſt 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the World, 
And learnt to ſcorn it here: which now I do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The coſt of keeping. 
Vent. Ceſar thinks not ſo. 
He'll thank you for the gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd, like Tully, would you? Do, 
Hold out your throat to Ceſar, and dic tamely. 
Anth. No, I can kill my ſelf; and ſo reſolve. 
Vent. I can die with you too, when time ſhall ſerve ; 
my Fortune calls upon us now to live, 
o fight, to conquer. 
4255 Sure thou dreamt Ventidius. 
vent. No, tis you dream, you ] 
In deiperate ſloth, miſcalł d Philoſophy. 
0 Up, up, for Honour's ſakes twelve Legions wait you, 
And long to call you Chief: By painful journies, 
I led 'em patient both of heat and hunger, 
Down from the Parelien menches, Nile. 
2 
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"Twill do you good to fee their Sun · burnt · faces, (em, 
Their ſcar d cheeks and chopt hands; there is virtue in 
They'll ſell thoſe mangled limbs at dearer rates 
Than yon trim Bands can buy. 
Anth, Where left you them? 
Vent. I ſaid, in lower Syria. 
Anth. Bring em hither ; 
There may be life in theſe. 
Vent. They will not come. (mis'd aids 
Anth, Why did'ſt thou mock my hopes with pro- 
To double my deſpair ? They're mutinous. 
Vent. Moſt firm and loyal. 
Anth, Let they will not march 
To ſuccour me. Oh trifler ! 
Vent, They petition 
You would make haſte to head em. 
Anth, I'm beſieg'd. (ther? 
Vent. There's but one way ſhut up: How came hi- 
Anth. | will not ſtir. 
Vent. They would perhaps deſire 
A better reaſon. 
Anth, I have never us'd 
My Soldiers to demand a reaſon of 
My Actions. Why did they refuſe to march > 
Vent. They ſaid, they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Anth. What was't they ſaid ? 


Vent. They ſaid they would not fight for Cleopatra. 


Why ſhould they fight, indeed, to make her conquer, 
And make you morea Slave ? to gain you Kingdoms, 
Which, for a kiſs, at your next midnight Feaſt, 
You'll ſell ro her? Then ſhe new names her Jewels, 
And calls this Diamond ſuch or ſuch a Tax, 
Each Pendant in her car ſhall be a Province. 

Anth. Ventidius, | allow your tongue free licenee 
On all my other faults ; but on your life, 
No word of Cleopatra: She deſerves 
More Worlds than I can loſe. 

Vent. Behold, you Powers, 
To whom you haveintruſted human kind; 


Sec Europe, Africk, Aſia, put in balance, 
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And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs Woman: 
I think the Gods are Anthony's, and give, 
Like Prodigals, this nether World away 
To on but waſteful _ 

Anth, You grow prelumptuous. 

Vent. I take the privilege of plain love to ſpeak. 

Auth. Plain love! plain arrogance, plain inſolence: 
The Men are Cowards ; thou an envious Traitor? 
Who, under ſeeming honeſty, haſt vented 
The burthen of thy rank o'crflowing Gall. 
O chat thou wert my equal, great in Arms 
As the firſt Ceſar was, that I fnight kill thee 
Without a ſtain ro Honour l 

Vent, You may kill me ; 
You have done more already, call'd me Traitor, 

Anth. Artthou nor one? 

vent. For ſhowing you your ſelf, 
Which none elſe durſt have done; but had I been 
That name, which I diſdain to ſpeak again, 
I needed not have ſought your abject 
Come to partake your Fate, to die with you. 
What hindred me t have led my conqu”ring Eagles 
To fill Octavius Bands! I could have been 
A Traitor then, a glorious happy Traitor, 
And not have been ſo call'd. 

Anth. Forgive me, Soldier; 
I've been too paſſionate. 

Vent. You thought me falſe; 
Thought my ald age betray d you; kill me, Sir; 
Pray, kill me : yet you need not, your unkindngſs 
Has left your ſword no work. 

Anth, I did not think ſo; 
I ſaid it in my rage: prithee forgive me. 
Why didſt thou tempt my anger, by diſcovery 
Of what I would not hear? 

Vent. No Prince but you . 
Could merit that finceriry I us d: 
Nor durſt another Man have ventur d it. 5 
Bur you, ere Love mii · led your wandring eyes, 
Were ſure the chief and beſt of human race, 

B 5 Fram'd 
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ram'd in the very pride and boaſt of Nature, 
So perfect, that the Gods who form'd you, wonder'd 
At their own skill, and cry d, a lucky hit 
Has mended our deſign. Their envy hindred, 
Elſe you had been immortal, and a pattern, 
When Heav'n would work for oſtentation's ſake, 
To copy out again | 
Anth. But Cleopatra 
Go on; for l can bear it now. | 
Vent. No more. (may'ſt: 
Anth, Thou dar'ſt not truſt my paſſion ; but thou 
Thou only lov'|t ; the reſt have flatter d me. (word, 
Vent. Heavn's bleſſing on your heart for that kind 
May I believe you love me ? SOD. — 
Antb. Indeed I do, ſpeak this, and this, and this, 
(Hugging bim. 
Thy praiſes were unjuſt ; but I'll deſerve em 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt; 
Lead me to Victory, thou know'ſt the way. 
Vent, And, will you leave this | 
Anth. Prithee do not curſe her, 
And J will leave her; though, Heav'n knows I love 
Beyond life, conqueſt, empire, all but Honour. 
But 1 will leave her. a , 
Vent. That's my Royal Maſter, 
And ſhall we fight 
Ant. I warrant thee, old Soldier, 
Thou ſhalt behold me once again in iron, 
And at the head of our old Troops that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud ; Come follow me. 
Vent. O now I hear my Emperor! In that word 
Octavius fell. Gods, let me ſee that day, 
And if l have ten Years behind, take all ; 
I' thank you for th* exc 
Anth. Oh Cleopatra 
Vent. Again? | 
Anth, I've done: in that laſt figh ſhe went. 
Ceſar (hall know what tis to force a Lover 
From all he holds'moſt dear. 
Vent. Methinks you breath 
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Another Soul: Your looks are more divine ; 
You ſpeak a Hero, and you move a God. 

Anth. O, thou haſt fr d me; my Soul's up in Arms, 
And mans each part about me: Once again 
That noble cagerneſs of fight has ſeiz d me, 
That cagernefs with which I darted upward 
To Caſter Camp. In vain the ſteepy hill 
Oppos d my way; in vain a war of ſpcars 
Sung round my head, and planted all my ſhield : 
I won me — my foremoſt Men 
Lagg d on in below. 

Vent. Ye Gods l ye Gods! 
For ſuch another hour. 

Anth. Come on, my Soldier! 
Our hearts and arms are ſtill che ſame: 11 
Once more to meet our Foes; that thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 
May taſte Fate to em, mow em out a paſſage ; 
And entring where the foremoſt - on yield, 
Begin the nobleſt Harveſt of the (Exeunt. 


ACT. II. 


Enter Cleopatra, Iras, and Alexas. 


Cleopatra. 
Hat ſhall I do, or whither ſhall I turn ? 
Ventidins has 0'ercome, and he will go 
Alex. He goes to fight for you. 
Cleop. Then he would ſee me ere he went to fight, 
Flatter me not: If once he goes, he's laſt ; 
And all my hopes deſtroy'd. 
Alex. Does this weak paſſion 
Become a mighty Queen ? 
c leap. lam no Queen. 
Is this to be a Queen, to be beſieg d 
By yon inſulting Romans, and to wait 
Each hour the Victor's chain ? Theſe ills are ſmall ; 
For Anthony is loſt, and I can mourn 


For 
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For nothing elſe but him. Now come, Oct᷑avius, 
I have no more to loſe ; prepare thy bonds; 
I'm fit to be a Captive : Anthony 
Has taught my mind the fortune of a Slave. 
Tat. Call Reaſon to aſſiſt you. | . 
Cleop. I have none, | 
And none would have: My love's a noble madneſ 
Which ſhows the cauſe deſerv d it. Moderate ſorrow 
Fits vulgar love, and for a vulgar Man: 
Bur I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent paſſion, 
I ſoar'd, at firſt, quite out of Reaſon's view, 
And now am loſt above it No, I'm proud 
"Tis thus; would Anthony could ſee me now; 
Think you he would not ſigh? Tho* he muſt leave me, 
Sure he would figh ; for he is noble-natur'd, 
And bears a heart: I know him well. 
Ah, no, I know him not : I knew him once, 
But now tis paſt. 
tres. Let it be paſt with you; 
Forget him, Madam. 
Cleop. Never, never, Iras : 

He was once mine; and once, thou 
Leaves a faint image of poſſeſſion ſti 
Alex. Think him inconſtanr, cruel, and ungrateful. 

Cleop. I cannot: If I could; thoſe thoughts were vain: 
Faithleſs, ungrate ful, cruel, tho* be be, 
I ſtill muſt love him. 


Enter Charmion. 


Now, what news my Charmion? 
Will he be kind ? and will he not forſake me? 
Am I to lire or dic? Nay, do I live? | 
Or am I dead? for when he gave his anſwer, 
Fate took the word, and then I liv'd or dy'd. 
Char. I 7 — — 
" Cleop. A peech preparing? 
Ifchoobeing' combber babe and gireic me 3 
For never was more 
ras. I know he loves you. 


— 


gh now is gone, 
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Cleop. Had he been kind, her eyes had told me ſo, 
Before her tongue could ſpeak ir. Now ſhe ſtudies, 
To ſoften what he faid : but give me death, 

Juſt as he ſent it, Charmion, undiſguis d, 
And in the words he ſpoke. 
Char. I found him then 
Incompaſs'd round, I think, with iron Statues, 
So mure, ſo motionleſs his Soldiers ſtood, 
While awfully he caſt his eyes about, 
And ev'ry Leader's hopes or fears ſurvey'd: 
Methought he look'd reſolv'd, and yet · not pleas'd. 
When he beheld me ſtruggling in the — 
He bluſſ d, and bade, make way. 
Alex. — — yer. aſs 
Char. Ventidius fixt his eyes upon my , 
Severely, as he meant to frown 4 " 
And ſullenly gave place. I told my meſſage 
Juſt as you gave it, broken and diſorder'd: 
I number'd in it all yours fighs and tears; 
And while I moy'd your pitiful requeſt, 
That you bur only beg'd a laſt farewel, 
He ferch'd an inward groan, and ev ry time 
I nam'd you, ſigh' d as if his heart were breaking, 
But ſhun'd my eyes, and guiltily look d down; 
He ſeem'd not now that awful Anthony 
Who ſhook an arm'd Aſſembly with his Nod, 
But making ſhow as he would rub his eyes, 
Diſguis d and blotted out a falling tear. 
Cleop. Did he then weep? was [ wortha tear? 
what thou haſt to ſay be not as pleaſing, 
Tell me no more, bur let me die contented. 
Char. He bid me ſay, he knew himſelf ſo well, 
e could deny you nothing, if he ſaw you; 
i therefore. 
Cleop. Thou wouldſt ſay, he would not ſee me ?. 
Char. And therefore beg'd you not to uſe a power, 
Vhich he could ill refiſt 3 yet he ſhould ever 
eſpect you as he ought. 
Cleop. Is that a word 
r Anthony to uſe to Cleopatra? 
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O chat feint word, Reſpect! How I diſdain it l 
Diſdain my ſelf, for loving after it! 

He ſhould have kept that word for cold Octavia. 
Reipect is for a Wife, Am that thing, 

That dull infipid lump, without defires, 

And without pow'r to give em? 

Alex. You misjudge 3 | 
You ſeeth love, and that deludes your fight : 
As, what is ſtraight, ſeems crooked through the water; 
But I, who bear my reaſon undiſturb d, 

Can ſee this Anthony, this dreaded Man, 

A fearful Slave who fain would run away, 

And ſhun his Maſter's eyes: If you purſue him, 
My life on't, he till drags a chain along, 

That needs muſt clog his flight. 

Clop. Could I believe thee ! 

Alex. By ev'ry circumſtance I know he loves. 
True, he's hard preſt, by intereſt and by honours 3 
Let he but doubts, and parlies, and caſts our 
Many a long look for ſuccour. 

Cleop. He ſends word, 

He fears to ſee my face. : 

Alex, And would you more! 
He ſhows his weakneſs who declines the combat; 

And you muſt urge your fortune. Could he | 
More plainly? To my ears, the meſſage 
Come to my reſcue, Cleopatra, come; 
Come, free me from Ventidius ʒ from my Tyrant; 

See me, and give me a pretence to leave hi , 
I hear his Trumpets : this way be muſt paſs. F 
Pleaſe you, retire a while; I'll work him farſt, 

That he may bend more eaſie. | 

Cleop. You ſhall rule me; 

Bur all, I fear, in vain. (Exit with Char. and 

_ Ts 1 | 3 
Though l conceal'd my thoughts, to make ; 
Bur, tis our outmoſt means, and Fate befriend it. 

' (Withdra 
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But at a cloſe revenge 
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Enter Lictors with Faſces,; ons bearing the Eagle: Then 
enter Anthony with Ventidius, follow d Wo other 
Commanders, 


Anth. Octavius is the Minion of blind Chance, 
n 

Vent. Has he courage 

Anth. But A. ſeaſon him from Coward. 
O, dis che coldeſt Yourh upon a charge, 
The moſt deliberate fighter ! If he ventures 
[As in 1/lyria once they ſay he did] 
To ſtorm a Town, tis when he cannot chuſe, 
When all the World have fixt their eyes upon him 
And then he lives on that for ſeven years after: 

Vent. I heard you c d hi 

Anth. I did, Ventidins., 
What think thou was his anſwer ? *twas ſotame,— 
crab 

not. 


Vent, Poor! 
Ant. He has more wa then one; 
But he would chuſe em all befote that one. 


Vent, He firſt would chuſe an Ague, or à Fever? 
Anh. No, It muſt be an Ague, nor a Fever 
He has not warmth enough to die by chat. 
Vent. Or old age, indabed, 
Asib. Aythere's his choice 3 
Nc won Nes es lump, to the fat wink; 
And crawl upon the urmoſt verge of life. 
O Hercules? Why ſhould a Man like this, 
Who dares not rruſt his fate for one action, 
Be all the care of Heav'nt Why ſhould he lord ic 
Oer fourſcore thouſund Men, of whom, each o 
Is braver than himſelf? 
vent. Lou conquer d for him; 
Philippi knows ĩt: there you ſhax d with him 
That Empire, which your ſword made all your own; 
5 rr 
I bore this Wren, till L was ũt d wiring, 


— 
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And now he mounts above me. 
Good Heav*ns ! is this, is this the Man who braves me? 


0 
Who bids my age make way : drives me before him, Fal 
To the world's mids. and po me off like rubbiſh ? Ly 
Vent. Sir, we loſe time, the Troops are mounted all. Te 
Anth. Then give the word to march. Th 

I long to leave this priſon ofa Tuwn, — 
{ 


To join thy Legions ; and in open field, 

Once more to my face. Lead, my Deliverer. W. 
Alex. Great Emperor, WI 

In mighty arms reno wn d above mankind, Bee 

Bur in ſoft pity to th' oppreſt, a God; | 

This Meſſage ſends the mournful Cleopatra = I'm 

To her departing Lord. No 


- PFent. Smooth Sycophane ! 
Alex. A thouſand wiſhes, and ten thouſand prayers; Thi 


Millions of bleſſings wait you to the wars, WI 
Millions of fighs and tears ſhe ſends you too, 4 
And would have ſcar 


* 

rr - 
to your lips; 

But tho — hers Ro _— youalread 5 

3 4 

ou 

4 


Vent. _ 


Alex. yer 1 begs not now, you Y 
That were a are 1 y for her 3 
Too preſuming 


jy pram, and your. cobing 
That were a ea usb for on rlow pro Recon de tap 
Her blooming beauty, and your growing Lada 
a aft, Wel, I muſt man ic our; What 0. would 
e Queen? 
Alex. Firſt, to theſe noble Warriors, who attend 
Your daring courage in the chaſe of Fame, 
oo daring, and too dang'rous for her quiet) 
e humbly recommends all ſhe holds dear, - 
All her own cares and fears, the care of you. 
_ Vent. Yes, witnels Attinm. 
Anth., Let him ſpeak, Fentidins, 


Alex. 


wy wo FI w 
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Alex. You, when his matchleſs yalour bears bim 
With ardour too heroick, on his Foes, (forward 
Fall down, as ſhe would do, before his feet; 
Lye in his way, and ſtop the paths of death; 
Tell him, this God is not invulnerable ; 
That abſent Cleopatra bleeds in him: 
And, that you may remember her Petition, 
She begs you'll wear theſe trifles, as a pawn, 
Which at your wiſht return, ſhe will redeem 

(Gives Jewels to the Commanders. 

With all the wealth of Zgype. : 
This to the great Ventidius ſhe preſents, 
Whom ſhe can never count her Enemy, 
Becauſe he loves her Lord. 

Vent. Tell her, I'll none on't; 
I'm not aſhanv'd of honeſt Poverty: 
Not all the Diamonds of the Eaſ can bribe 
yentidius from his faith. I hope to ſee 
Theſe, and the reſt of all her ſparkling ſtore, 
Where they ſhall more deſervingly be plac'd. 

Anth. And who muſt wear em then? > 

Vent. The wrong'd Ofavia. 4 

Anth. You might have ſpar'd that word. 

Vent. And he that bribe. . 

Ant. But have 1 no remembrance? 

Alex. Yes, adear one: | 
Your ſlave, the Queen 

Anth. My Miſtreſs. 

Alex. Then your Miſtreſs, 
Your Miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſeat her Soul, 
Bur that you had long fince ; ſhe humbly begs 
This Ruby Bracelet, ſet with bleeding hearts, 
(The emblems of her own) may bind your arm. 

(Preſenting a Bracelet. 
Vent. Now, my beſtLord,inHonour's name I ask you, 
For Manhood's ſake, and for your own dear ſafery, 
Touch not theſe poiſon'd gifts, 
In tected by the REY 3 
Myriads of blueſt p ye 'em, 
And —— 


Ausb. 
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Ant. Nay, now you grow too einical, Ventidius. 
A Lady's Favours may be worn with honour. 
What, to retuſe her Bracelet! On my Soul, 
When l lye —— in my Tent alone, 
Iwill paſs the wakeful hours of winter · nights, 
To tell theſe pretty beads upon my Arm; 
To count for every one a ſoft embrace, 
A melting kiſs at ſuch and ſuch a time; 
And now and then the fury of her love. 
When and what harm's in this ? 
Alex. None, none, my Lord, | 
But-whar's to her, that now tis paſt for ever. (tyeir, 
Anth. gaing d We Soldiers are ſo awkward — help me, 
to tye it. 5 Alex. In faith, my Lord, we Courtiers 
too are awkward 15 
In theſe affairs: ſo are all Men indeed; 
Ev'n I, who am not one. But ſhall I ſpeak ? 
Anth. Yes, freely. by 
Alex. Then, my Lord, fair hands alone 
Are fit to tye it; ſhe, who ſent it, can. 
Vent. Hell! Death! this Eunuch Pander ruins you. 
You will not (ec her⸗ + | 
( Alexas whiſpers an Attendant, who goes out. 
Anth. But to take my leave. 
Vent. Then I have waſh'd an Zchiope. Y*arc undone; 
Yareinthetoils; y are taken; yaredeſtroy'd : 
Her eyes do Ceſar's work. 
Amnth. You fear too ſoon. 
I'm conſtant to my ſelf; I know my ſtrength : 
And yer ſhe ſhall not think me barbarous, neither, 
Born in the depths of Afritk : I'm a Roman, 
Bred to the Rules of foft humanity. 
A Gueſt, and kindly us'd, ſhould bid farewel. 
Vent. You do not know 
How weak you areto her, how much an Infant : 
You are not proof againſt a ſmile or glance ; 
A ſigh will quite diſarm you, 
Aith. Sec, ſhe comes? | 
Now you ſhall find your error. Gods, I thank you: 
I torm'sd the danger greater than it was, 
And, now tis near, tis leſſen d. Ven 
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Vent. Mark the end yet. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion and [ras. 
Anth. Well, Madam, we are mer. 
Cleop. Is this a meeting: 
Then we muſt part ? 
Anth. We muſt. 
Cleop. Who ſays we muſt ? 
Anth, Our own hard Fates. 
Cleop. We make thoſe Fates our ſelves. 
Auth. Yes, we have made em; we have lov'd each 
Unto our mutual ruin. (other 
it. Cleop. The Gods have ſeen my joys with envious eyes; 
ne, have no Friends in Heav'n; and all the world 
gen (As twere the bus'neſs of Mankind to part us) 
Is arm'd againſt my love: Ev 'n you your ſelf 
Join with the reſt ; you, you arc arm'd againſt me. 
Anth. I will be juſtify'd in all I do, 
To late poſterity, and therefore hear me. 
If I mixa lye 
With any truth, reproach me freely with it 
u. | Elſe, favour me with filence. 
Cleop. You command me, 
ont. And l am dumb. 
Vent. I like this well : he ſhews authority. 
nll Anh. That I derive my ruin 
From you alone — 
Cleop. O Heav'ns! I ruin you! 
Anth. You promis'd me your filence,and you break ir 
E're I have ſcarce begun. 
Cleap. Well, I obey you. 
Anth. When I beheld you firſt, it was in Ægypt, 
E're Ceſar ſaw your eyes, you gave me love, 
And were too young to know it. Thar I ſettl'd 
Your Father in his Throne was for your ſake ; 
I left th* acknowledgment for time to ripen. 
Ceſar ſtept in, and with a greedy hand 
Pluck'd the green fruit, ere the firſt bluſh of red, 
Yer cleaving to the bough. He was my Lord, 
And was, beſide, too great for me to rival; 
Rut, I deſery'd you firſt, though he enjoy'd you. 
2 


When, 
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When, after, I beheld you in Cilicia, 
An Enemy to Rome, I pardon'd you. 

Anth. Again you break your promiſe. 
Ilov'd you Fi, and took your weak excuſes ; 
Took you into my boſom, ſtain'd by Ceſar, 
And not half mine: I went to got with you, 
And hid me from the bus'neſs of the world, 
Shur our enquiring Nations from my fight, 

To give whole Years to you. 

Vent, Les, to your ſhame be't ſpoken, (Aſide. 

Anth. How Llov'd 
Witneſs ye Days and Nights, and all you Hours, 

Thar danc'd away with down upon your feer, 
As all your bus'neſs were to count my paſhon. 
One day paſt by, and nothing ſaw bur love; 
Another came, and ſtill twas only love. 
The Suns were weary'd out with looking on ; 
And I untir'd with loving. 
I ſaw you ev'ry day, and all the day 
And ev'ry day was ſtill but as the firſt : 
So eager was I ſtill to ſee you more. 
_ 'Tis all coo wo. _ : 
Anth, Fulvia, my wife, grew jealous, 
As ſhe indeed had . 3 Tais d a war 
In Italy, to call me back. 

Vent. But yet 
You went not. 

Anth, While within your arms I lay, 

The World fell mouldring from my hands each hour, 
And left me ſcarce a graſp 3 I thank your love for'r. 

Vent. Well puſh'd : That laſt was home. 

Cleop. Let may I ſpeak? 

Anth. If Lhave urg'd a falſhood yes; elſe not. 
Your ſilence ſays I have not. Fulvia dy d; 
(Pardon, you Gods, with my unkindneſs dy d) 
To ſet the World at peace, I took Oct᷑a via, 

This Caſars Siſter : in her pride of youth, 

And flow'r of beauty, did | wed that Lady, 
Whom bluſhing I muſt praiſe, becauſe I left her. 


You 
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You call'd 3 my love obey'd the fatal ſummons : 
This rais'd the Roman Arms; the cauſe was yours; 
I would have fought by Land, where | was ſtronger ; 
You hindred it: yet, when I fought at ſea, 
Forſook me fighting : and (Oh ſtain to Honour 
Oh laſting ſhame ! ) I knew not that [ fled ; 
But fled to follow you, 

Vent, What haſte ſhe made to hoiſt her purple ſails, 
And to ; Sou magnificent in flight, 
Drew half our ſtrength away. 

Anth, All this you dates 3 
And would you multiply more ruins on me? 
This honeſt Man, my beſt, my only Friend, 
Has gather d up the ſhipwreck of my fortunes; 
Twelve Legions I have left, my laſt recruits, 
And you have watch'd the news, and bring your eyes 
To ſeize them too. If you have ought to anſwer, 
Now ſpeak, you have free leave. 

Alex. aſide) She ſtands confounded : 
Deſpair is in her eyes. 

Vent, Now lay a ſigh i'th' way, to ſtop his paſſage : 
Prepare a tear, and bid it for his Legions; 
'Tis like they ſhall be fold. 

Cleop.How ſhall I plead mycauſe, when you myJudge 
Already have condemn'd me ? Shall I bring 
The love you bore me for my Advocate ? 
That now is turn'd againſt me; that deſtroys me; 
For love once paſt, is, at the beſt, forgotten; 
Bur oftener ſours to hate: *'T will pleaſe my Lord 
To ruin me, and therefore I'll be guilty. 
But,could I once have thought irwould have pleas'dyou 
That you would pry with narrow ſearching eyes, 
Into my faults; ſevere to my deſtruction ; 
And watching all advantages with care, 
That ſerve to make me wretched ? Speak, my Lord, 
For I end here. Though I deſerve this uſage, 
Was it like you to give it? 

Anth, O you wrong me, 
To think I ſought this parting, or. deſir d 
To accuſe you more than what will clear my (elf, 


And juſtifie this breach. 
C 2 Cleo. 


2 
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Cleop. Thus low I thank you. 
And ſince my innocence will not offend, 
I ſhall not bluſh to own it. 
Vent, After this 
I think ſhe Il bluſh at nothing. 
Cleop. You ſeem griev'd, 
(And therein you are kind) that Ceſar firſt 
Enjoy'd my love, though you deſerv'd it better : 
I grieve for that, my Lord, much more than you; 
For, had I firſt been yours, it would have ſav'd 
My ſecond choice : | never had been his, 
And ne er had been but yours. But Ceſar firſt, 
You ſay, poficſs'd my love. Not ſo, my Lord; 
He firit poſſeſt my perſon ; you my love: 
Ceſar lov'd me; bur Ilov'd Anthony. 
If Lendur'd him after, twas becauſe 
T judg'd it due to the firſt name of men 
And half conſtrain'd, I gave, as to a Tyrant, 
W hat he would take by force. 
Vent. OSyren! Syren! 
Yer grant that all the love ſhe boaſts were true, 
Has ſhe not ruin'd jou! I ſtill urge that, 
The fatal conſequence, 
Cleop. The conſequence indeed, . 
For I dare challenge him, my greateſt Foe, 
To ſa it was defign'd : lis true I loy'd you, 
And kept you far from an uncaſie Wife: 
Such Fulvia was — 3 
Yes, but h.'ll ſay, you left Octavia for me 
And, can you blame me to receive that love, 
Which quitted ſuch deſert for worthleſs me: 
How often have | wiſh'd ſome other Ceſar, 
Great as the firſt, and as the ſecond young, 
Would court my love, to be refus'd for you! (rium 
Vent. Words, words; but Actium. Sir, remember 4c 
Cleop. Ev'n there, I dare his malice, Ttue, I counſell 
To fight at ſca, bur I'berray'd you nor. 
] fled, but not the Enemy: Twas fear. 
Would l had been a Man, not to have fear'd 3 
For none would then have cnvy'd me your friendſhip, 
Who envy me your love. Ant 
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Antb. We're both unhappy : 

If nothing elſe, yer our ill fortune parts us. 
Speak, would you have me periſh, by my ſtay? 

Cleop. If as a Friend you ask my judgment, go; 
If as a Lover, ſtay. If you muſt periſh 
'Tisa hard word; but ſtay. 

Vent. See now th' effects of her ſo boaſted love? 
She ſtrives to drag you down to ruin with her : 
But, could ſhe ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 
Would ſhe letgo her hold, and haſt to ſhore, 


z 


And never look behind! 
Cleep. Then judge my love by this. 
(Giving Anthony 4 writing. 
Could I have born 


A life or death, a happineſs or woe 


From yours divided, this had giv'n me means. 


Anth. By Hercules, the writing of Oftavins ? 
I know it well, tis that proſcribing hand, 
Young as twas, that led the way to mine, 
And left me but the ſecond place in murder... 
See, lee, Ventidius Here he offers Ægypt, 
And joins all Syria to it as a preſent x 
So, in requital, ſhe forſake my fortunes, 
And join her Arms with his. 
Cleop. And yet you leave me! 
You leave me, Anthony; and yet I love you; 
Indeed | do; I have refus'd a Kingdom, 
That's a trifle : 
For I could part with life, with any thing, 
But only you. O let me die, but with yous 
Is that a hard requeſt? 
Anth. Next living with you, 
*Tis all that Heav'n can give. 
Alex. aſide) He melts ; we conquer. 
Cleop. No, you ſhall go: Your int'reſt calls you hence; 
Yes, your dear int'reſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſe 
Weak arms to hold you here — (Takes his hand. 
Go, leave me Soldier ; ; 
(For you're no more a Lover :) Leave me dying: 


Puſh me all pale and panting from your boſom; 


And 
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And when your March begins, ler one run after, 
Breathleſs almoſt for joy, and cry, She's dead : 
The Soldiers ſhout ; you then perhaps may ſigh, 
And muſter all your Roman gravity ; 
Ventidius chides ; and ſtrait your brow clears up 
As I had never been. | 
Anth, Gods ! tis too much; too much for Man to bear! 
Cleop, What is't for me then, 
A weak forſaken Woman, and a Lover ?— 
Here let me breathe my laſt : envy me not 
This minute in your arms; I'll dic apace, 
As faſt as e er I can ; and end your trouble. 
Auth. Die! Rather let me periſh : loos'n'd Nature 
Leap from its hinges : Sink the props of Heav'n, 
And fall the skies to cruſh the nether world. 
My eyes! my ſoul! myall!— (Embraces her, 
Vent, And what's this toy | 
In balance with your Fortune, Honour, Fame ? 
Anth. What ist, Ventidins ? It out-weighs em all: 
Why, we have more than conquer'd Ceſar now: 
My Queen's not only innocent, but loves me. 
This, this is ſhe who drags me down to ruin 
But, could 1 me, with what haſie 
Would ſhe let ſlip her hold, and make to ſhore, 
And never look behind ! | 
Down on thy knees, Blaſphemer as thou art, 
And ask forgiveneſs of wrong'd Innocence. 
Vent. I'll rather die, than take it: Will you go? 
Anth, Go! Whither ? Go from all that's excellent! 
Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good things forbid 
That I ſhould go from her, who ſets my love 
Abovethe price of Kingdoms. Give, you Gods, 
Give to your Boy, your Ceſar, 
This Rattle of a Globe to play withal, 
This gew-gaw World, and put him cheaply off: 
I'll not be pleas'd with leſs than Cleopatra. 
Cleop. She's wholly yours. My hear:'s ſo full ot joy, 
That I ſhall do ſome wild extravagance 
Of lovein publick ; and the fooliſh Worid, 
Whic ws not tenderneſs, will think me mad, 
Pen. 
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Vent. O Women! Women l Women! All the Gods 
Have not ſuch powꝰ'r of doing good to Man, a 
As you of doing harm. (Exit. 

Anth. Our Men are arm'd. 

Unbar the Gate that looks to Ceſar's Camp; 

I would revenge the treachery he meant me: 

And long ſecurity makes conqueſt eaſie. 

I'm eager to return before I go; 

For, all the pleaſures I have known, beat thick 

On my remembrance: How I long for night! 

That both the ſweets of mutual love may try, 

And once triumph o'er Caſar ere we die. (Exennt, 


Mt one door enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, 
Alexas, and a Train of Ægyptians: At the 
other, Anthony and Romans. The entrance 
on both fides is prepar'd 25 Muſick; the 
Trumpets firſt ſounding on Anthony's part: 
Then anſwer'd by Timbrels, &c. on Cleo- 
Patra's. Charmion and Iras bold a Laurel 
wreath betwixt them. A Dance of Agyp- 
tians. Aſter the ceremony, Cleopatra crowns- 
Anthony. 

Anthony. 

1 Thought how thoſe white arms would fold me in; 
And ſtrain me cloſe, and melt me intolove ; 

So pleas'd with that ſweet Image, I ſprung forwards, 

And added all my ſtrength to every blow. 

Cleop. Come to me, come my Soldier, to my Arms, 

You've been too long away from my embraces : 

But, when I have you faſt, and all my own, 


With broken murmurs, and with am'rous fighs, _ 
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I'll ſay, you were unkind, and puniſh you; 
And mark you red with many an eager kiſs. 
Anth. My brighter Venus / 
Cleop, O my greater Mars 
Anth. Thou join'ſt us well, my Love! 
Suppoſe me come from the Phlegreaz plains, 
Where gaſping Gyants lay, cleft by my ſword ; 
And mountain-tops par'd off each other blow, 
To bury thoſe | flew : receive me, Goddeſs : 
Ler Ceſar ſpread his ſubtle nets, like Vulcan, 
In thy embrace I would be beheld 
By Heav'n and Earth at once: 
And make their envy whatthey meant their ſport. 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh, I would love on 
Wich awful ſtate, regardleſs of their frowns, 
As their ſuperior God. 
There's no ſatiety of love in thee ; 
Enjoy'd thou ſtill art new ; perpetual ſpring 
Is in thy arms; the ripen'd fruit but falls, 
And bloſſoms riſe to fill irs empty place; 


And Igrow rich by giving. 
Enter Ventidius, and ſtands apart. 


Alex. O, now the danger's paſt, your General comes, 
He joins not in your joys, nor minds your triumphs, 
But, with contracted brows, looks frowning on, 

As envying your ſucceſs. 

Anth, Now on my Soul, he loves me; truly loves me; 
He never fl-tter*d me in any vice, | 
But awes me with his Virtue; ev'n this minute 
Methinks he has a right of chiding me; 

Lead to the Temple: I'll avoid his preſence; 
It checks too ſtrong upon me. (Exeunt the reft, 


As Anthony is going, Ventidius pulls him by the Robe. 
Vent. Emperor. (me. 


Ant. look- 2 Tis the old argument; I pr*y thee ſpare 
ming back. Vent. But this one hearing, Emperor 
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Anth, Lergo 

My Robe; or, by my Father Hercules 
Vent. By Hercules his Father, that's yer greater, 

I bring you ſomewhar you would wiſh to know. 
Anth. Thou ſceſt we are obſerv'd; attend me her 

And I'll return. Exit. 
Vent. I'm waining in his fayour, yet I love him; 

I love this Man, who runs to meet his ruin; 

And, ſure the Gods, like me, are fond of him : 

His Virtues lie ſo mingled with his Crimes, 

As would confound their choice to puniſh one, 

And not reward the other. 


Enter Anthony. 


Anth. We can conquer, 
You — without _ aid. 
We have diſlodg'd their troops, 
They look on us at diſtance, and like Curs 
'Scap'd from the Lions paws, they bay far off. 
And lick their wounds, and faintly threaten War. 
Five thouſand Romans, with their faces upward, 
Lye breathleſs on the plain. 
Vent. *Tis well : And he 
Who loſt em, could have ſpar'd ten thouſand more. 
Let if, by this advantage, you could gain 
An cafier peace, while Ceſar doubts the chance 
Of Arms 
Anth. O think not on't, Ventidius; 
The Boy purſues my ruin; he'll no peace: 
His malice is conſiderate in advantage. 
O, he's the cooleſt murderer! ſo ſtanch, 
He kills, and keeps his temper, 
Vent.” Have you no Friend 
In all his Army, who has power to move him ? 
Mecenas, or Agrippa, might do much.” 
Anth. They're both too deep in Ceſar's intereſts, 


' We'll Work it out by dint of ſword, or periſh. 


Vent. Fain I would fad ſome other. | | 
X A135. 
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Anth. Thank thy love. 
Some four or five ſuch viRories as this, 
Will ave thy father pains. 
Vent. Expect no more; Ceſar is on his guard: 
I know, Sir, you have co 'd againſt odds : 
Bur ſtill you draw ſupplies from one poor Town, 
And of Zgyptiens: He has all the World, 
And at his beck Nations come pouring in, 
To fill the gaps you make. Pray think again. 
Anth. Whydoſt thou drive me from my ſelf, to ſearch 
For foreign aids? To hunt my memory; 
And range all o'er a waſte and barren place 
To finda Friend? The wretched have no Friends 
Let I had one, the braveſt Youth of Rome, 
Whom Ceſar loves beyond the love of Women; 
He could reſolve his mind, as fire does wax, 
From that hard rugged image, melt him down, 
And mould him in what ſofter form he pleas d. 
vent. Him would I ſce; that Man of all the world: 
Juſt ſuch a one we want. 
Anth, Helov'd me too. 
I was his Soul; he liv'd not but in me: 
We were ſo clos'd within each other's breaſts, 
The rivets were not found that join'd us firſt. 
Thar does not reach us yet: We were ſo mixt, 
As meeting ſtreams, both to our ſelves were loſt ; 
We were one maſs; we could not give or take, 
But from the ſame; for he was I, I he. 
Vent. aſide.] He moves as I would wiſh him. 
Anth. Aſter this, 
I need not tell his name: TwWwas Dolabella. 
Vent. He's now in Ceſar's Camp. 
8 2 * matter where, 
nce he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbad him Cleopatra's ſight; 
Becauſe I feat d he lov'd her: he confeſa d 
He had a warmth, which, for my ſake, he ſtiff'd ; 
For *ewere impoſſible that two, ſo one, 
Should not have lov'd the ſame. When he departed, 
He took no leave; and that confirm'd my thoughts. 


_ 
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Vent. It argues that he lov'd you more than her 

Elſe he had ſtay d; but he perceiv d you jealous, 4 

And would not grieve his Friend : I know he loves you. 
Anth. I ſhou'd have ſeen him then ©'re now. 


Vent. Perha 
He has thus long been lab”ring for your peace. 
he were here. 


Anth. W 
vent. Would you believe he low d you : 
I read your anſwer in your eyes; you would. 
ot to conceal it longer, he has ſent 
\ Meflenger from Ceſar's Camp, with Letters. 
Anth. Let him appear. 
vent. I'll bring him inſtantly. 
(Exit Ventidius, and re-enters i 
Dolabella. 


with 

Ant. runs to embrace him) 

Anth, Tis he himſelf, himſelf, by holy Fricadſhip . 

rt thou return'd at laſt, my better half? 
—— 

fthe ri ighe, 

Tas ever half fo fond. 5 8 
Dola. I muſt be ſilent; for my Soul is buſie 

bout a noble work: ſhe*s new come home, 

ike a long abſent Man, and wanders o'er 

os room, a ſtranger to her own, to look 

all be ſafe. 

Anth. Thou haſt what's left of me; 

xr I am now ſo ſunk from what I was, 

hou find*ſt me at my loweſt water-mark. g 

e rivers that ran in, and rais'd my Fortunes, 
all dry'd up, or take another courſe : 

ſhat T have leftis from my native ſpring ; 

e ſtill a heart that ſwells, in ſcorn of Fate, 

d lifrs me ro my banks* 

Dola. Still you are Lord of all the World to me. 

Ant b. Why, then I yet am ſo; for thou art all. 

I had any joy when thou wert abſent, 

prudg'd it to my ſelf; methought I robb'd 

ice of thy part. Bur Oh, my Dolabella? 

zou haſt beheld me other than am. 

—ͤ— OF WORE chambers fill'd 


f 
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With Scepter'd Slaves, who waited to ſalute me? 
— Monarchs, who forgot the Sun, 
To worſhip my up · riſing? Menial Kings 
Run courſing up and down my Palace. ard; 
Stood ſilent in my preſence, watch d my eyes, 
And, at my leaſt command, all ſtarted out 
Like Racers to the Goal. 

Dola. Slaves to your Fortune. 

Anth. Fortune is Ceſar s now ; and what am I? 

vent. What you have made your ſelf; L will not flaner, 

Anth, Is this now friendly done? We 

Dola. Yes, when his end is fo. — — 
Indeed I muſt, and yet you muſt not chide: 

Why am I elſe your Friend? 

 Anth. Take heed, young Man, 
How thou upbraid'ſt my love: the Queen has eyes, 
And thou too haſt a Soul. Canſt thou remember 
When, ſwell'd with hatred, thou beheld ' ſt her firſt, 
As acceſſary to thy Brother*s death / 

Dola. Spare my remembrance, twas a guilty day, 
And ſtill the bluſh hangs here. 

Anth. To clear her felf, 
For ſending him no aid, ſhe came from Zgypr. 
Her Gally down the filver row'd, 

The tackling Silk, the Streamers wav d with Gold, 
The gentle Winds were lodg d in Sails: 

Her Nymphs, like Nereids, round plac' 
Where ſhe, another fea-born Venus lay. 

Dola. No more: I would not hear ir. 

Anth. O you muſt 
She lay, and leant her cheek upon her hand, 
And caſt a look fo languiſhingly ſweer, 

As if, ſecure of all Beho!ders hearts, 

Neglecting ſhe could take em. Boys, like Canide, 
Stood fanning, with their painted wings, the Winds 
That plaid about her face: Bur if ſhe ſmil'd, 

A darting glory ſeem' d to blaze abroad: 

That Mens defiring eyes were never weary'd 
But hung upon the Object. To ſoft flutes 

The ſilver cars kept time; and while they plaid, 
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The hearing gave new 4 = to the fight; 
And both to thought. TwasHeav'n or ſomewhat more; 
For ſhe ſo charm'd all hearts, that gazing Crowds 
Stood panting on the ſhore, and wanted breath 
To give their welcome voice. 
Then, Dolabella, where was then thy Soul? 
Was not thy fury quite diſarm'd with wonder ? 

er. ¶ Bidſt thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe eye? 

And whiſper in my ear; Oh, tell her not 
n: Thar I accus'd her with my Brother's death? 

' Dole. And ſhould my weakneſs be a plea for yours ? 
Mine was an age when love might be excus'd, 3 
When kindly warmrh, and when my ſpringing youth 
Made it a debt to Nature. Yours | 

Vent, Speak boldly. 

Yours, he would ſay, in your declining age, 

When no more heat was left but what you forc'd ; 
When all the ſap was need fu! for the trunk, 

When it went down, then you conſtrain'd the courſe, 
And robb'd from Nature, to ſupply Deſire. 

In you (I would nor uſe fo a word) 

But tis plain dotage. 

Anth. Ha! | | 
Dola. Tas urg d too home. 

But yer the loſs was private that I made; 
Twas but my ſelf L loſt : Tloſt no Legions 3 
I had no World to loſe, no People's love. 
Anth, This from a Friend? 
Dola. Yes, Anthony, a trut one; 
A Friend ſo tender, that each word E ſpeak, 
Stabs my own heart, before it reach your ear. 
O, judge me not lefs kind Ichide: 
i To Caſar I excuſe you. 
Anth, O ye Gods! 
Have I then liv'd to be excus d to Ceſar ? 
Dola. As to your equal: 
While I wear this, he never ſhall be more. 
I bring conditions from him. 
Anth. Arerhey noble? | 
TS Methinks thou ſhould'ſt 3 elſe: yet he 
2 


Is 
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Is full of deep diſſembling; knows no Honour, 
Divided from his Intreft. Fate miſtook him; 
For Nature meant him for an Uſurer 3 
He's fit indeed to buy, not conquer Kingdoms, 
Vent. Then, granting this, 
What pow'r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a temper 
To honourable Terms ? 
Anth. It was my Dolabella, or ſome God. 
They Not I; nor yet Mecenas, nor Agrippa: 
were your Enemies, and Ia Friend 
Too 3 yet twas a Roman's deed. 
Anth. Twas like a Roman done: Shew me that Man 


Who has preſerv'd my Life, my Love, my Honour : 
Let me but ſee his face. 


Vent. That task is mine ; . 
And, Heav'n, thou know'ſt how pleaſing. 


Dola. You'll remember 
To whom you ſtand oblig'd} 
Anth. When! forget it, 
Be thou unkind, and that's my greateſt curſe. 
My Queen hall thank him too. 
Dola. I fear ſhe will not. 
Anth. But ſhe ſhall dot. The Queen, my Dolabella 
Raſt thou not ſtill ſome grudgings of thy fever ? 
Dola. I would not ſee her loft. 
Anth. When I forſake her, 
Leave me, my better Stars; for ſhe has truth 
Beyond her beauty, Ceſar tempted her, 
— no — rice than Kingdoms, to betray me 3 
ſed all: And yet thou chid'ſt me 
her too well. Could I do ſo? At 
es, there's my reaſon. 


Re-enter Ventidius with Octavia, leading Anthony tu 
little Daughters. 


Anth. Where! Octavia there! (Starting 
Vent. What, is ſhe poiſon to you? A diſeaſe? 
Look on her, view her well, and thoſe ſhe brings: 


(Exit Vem 


For lor — 


The WORLD well bf. 73 
Are they all to your eyes ? Has Nature 
No ſecret call, no whiſpers they are yours ? 
Dola. For ſhame, my Lord, it not for love, receiye em 
With kinder eyes. If you confeſs a Man, 
Meet em, embrace em, bid em welcome to you. 
Your arms ſhould open, ev 'n without your knowledge 
er To elaſp em in; your feet ſhould turn to wings 
To bear you to em; and your eyes dart out, 
And aim a kiſs ere you could reach the lips. 
Anth, I ſtood ama d to think how they came hither. 
Vent. I ſent for em; I brought em in, unknown 
To Cleopatra's Guards. 
lll Dola. Let are you cold? 
| Octav. Thus long I have attended for my welcome; 
Which, as a Stranger, ſure I might expect. 
Who am I? 
Anth. Caeſar's Siſter. 
Octav. That's unkind ! _ 
Had I been nothing more than Caſar's Siſter, 
Know, I had ſtill remain'd in Ce/ar's Camp; 
But your Octavia, yu much injur'd Wife, | 
Though baniſh'd from your bed, driv'n from your 
In ſpite of Ceſar's Siſter, ſtill is yours. (houle,. 
Tis true, I have a heart diſdains your coldneſs, 
And prompts me not to ſeek what you ſhould offer; 
But a Wife's Virtue till ſurmounts that pride. 
I come to claim you as my own ; to ſhew 
My duty firſt, to ask, nay beg your kindneſs: 
Your hand, my Lord, tis mine, and I will have it. 
(Taking his hand. 


Vent. Do, take it, thou deſery'ſt ir. 
Dola. On my Soul, | 
And ſo ſhe does: She's neither too ſubmilliye, 
Nor yet too haughty 3 but ſo juſt a mean, 
Shews, as it ought, a Wife and Roman too. 
tu Anth. I fear, Octavia, you have begg'd my life, 

Oftav. Begg d it, my Lord? 

Anth. Yes, begg d it, my Ambaſſadreſs, 
Poorly and baſely begg'd it of your Brother. 
Oftav. Poorly and baſely I could never beg; 
Nor could my Brother grant. EY : 
| D 3 Anth, 
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Anth. Shall I, who to my kneeling Slave, could ſay ; 
Riſe up, and be a King; ſhall I fall down N 
And cry, forgive me Caſarꝰ Shall I ſer 
A Man, my equal, in the place of Jove, 

As he could give me being ? No, that word 
Forgive, would choak me up, 
And dic upon my tongue. 

Dola. You ſhall not need it. | 

Auth. I will not need it. Come, you've all y'd me. 
My Friend too! To receive ſome vile conditions, 

My Wife has bought me, with her prayers and tears; 
And now I muſt become her branded Slave. 

In every peeviſh mood ſhe will upbraid 

The life ſhe gave: if I but look awry, 

She cries, I'll cell my Brother. 

Octav. My hard fortune 

Subjects me ſtill ro your unkind miſtakes. . 
But the cditions I have brought are ſuch 
You need not bluſh to take: I love your Henour, 
Becauſe tis mine; it never ſhall be laid 
avia's Husband was her Brother's Slave. 

ir, you are free; free, ev'n from her youloath 3 
For, though my Brother bargains for your love, 
Makes me the price and cement of your Peace, 
IT have a Soul like yours; I cannot take 
Your love as Alms, nor beg what I deſerve, 
I'll tell my Brother we are reconcil'd ; 
He ſhall draw back his Troops, and you ſhall march 
To rule the Eaft : I may be dropt at Athens ; 
No matter where, I never will complain, 
Buronly keep the barren name of Wife, 
And rid you of thetrouble. 

Vent, Was ever ſuch a trite of ſullen honour ! 
Both ſcorn'd to be oblig'd. 

Dola. Oh, fg has rouch'd him in the tender'ſt part; 
See how he reddens with deſpight and ſhame 
To be out done in generoſity ! 


Vent. See how he winks! how hedrics up a tear 
That fain would fall! 


Anth. Octavia, I have heard you, and muſt praiſe 
The greatneſs of your Soul; Bur 


/ 
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; But cannot yield to what you have propos'd : 
For I can ne er be conquer'd but by love; 
And you do all for Duty. You would free me, 
And would be dropt at Athens was't not ſo ? 
Oftav, It was, my Lord. 
Anth. Then I muſt be oblig'd 
To one who loves me not, who to her ſelf, 
May call me thankleſs and ungrateful Man: 
bo I'll not endure it, no. 
Vent. I'm glad it pinches there. 
Oftav,W triumph o'er pooroctavia s Virtue, 
That pride was Ar had to bear 4 3 
That you might think you ow'd me for your life, . 
And ow'd it to my Duty, not my Love. 
I have been injur d, and my haughty Soul 
Could brook but ill the Man who flights my bed. 
Anth. Therefore you love me not? 
Octav. Therefore, my Lord; 
Ifhould not love yuu. 
Anth. Therefore you would leave me ? 
Octav. And therefore I ſhould leave you—IFT could, 
Dola. Her Soul's too great, after ſuch injuries, 
To ſay ſhe loves; and yet ſhe lets you ſee it. 
Her modeſty and filence plead her cauſe. 
Anth. Oh Dolabella, which way ſhall I? turn 
I find a ſecret yielding in my Soul; 
Bur, Cleopatra, who would die with me, 
Muſt ſhe be left? Pity pleads for Octavia; 
Bur does it not plead more for Cleopatra : 
Vent. Juſtice and Pity both plead for Octavia; 
For Cleopatra, neither. 
One would be ruin'd with you; bur ſhe firſt 
Had ruin'd you ; the other you have ruin'd,, 
And yet ſhe would preferve you. - 
t; In every thing their merits are unequal. 
| Anth. Oh, my diſtracted Soul! 
Oftav. Sweet Heav 'n compoſe it. 
Come, come, my Lord, If I can pardon you, 
Methinks you ſhould accept it. Look on theſe ; 
: Are they not yours? Or ſtand they thus neglected 
ur As 
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As they are mine? Go to him, Children, go; 
Kneel to him, take him b ET EET kim ; 
vo pou ny k, and he may own you too, 
Wichout a b and ſo he cannot al 
His Children: Go, I fay, and pull him to me, 
And pull bim to ves, from that bad Woman. 
You, Agrippina, upon his arms ; 
And you, Antonia, claſp about his waſte : 
If he will ſhake you off, if he will daſh you 
Againſt the pavement, you muſt bear ir, Children; 
For you are mine, and I was born to ſuffer. 

Here the Children go to him, &c. 
Vent. Was ever fight ſo moving ! Emperor ! 
Dols. Friend. 


Oftav. Husband | 

Both Children. Father: 

Anth, I am uiſh'd : Take me, 
Ofavia ; take me, Children; ſhare me all. 

(Embracing them. 

Tre been a thriftleſs debtor to your loves, 
And run out much in riot, from your ſteck : 
Bur all ſhall be amended. 

Octav. Obleſs'd hour / 
Dola. O happy change! 
Vent. My joy ſtops at my tongue; ; 
Bur it has found two Channels here for one, 


And bubbles out above. (chou wilez 
Anth. to Oct᷑av. This is thy Triumph; lead me where 
Evꝰ'n to thy Brother's Camp. 
Oftav, All there are yours. 
Enter Alexas haſtily. 


Alex. The Queen, my Miſtreſs, Sir, and yours 
Anth, Tis paſt, Octavia, you ſhall tay this night: 


To morrow, 
Ceſar and we are one. LEx. leading Octavia; Dola. 
and the Children follow. 
Vent. There's news for you; run, 


My officious Eunuch, 


Be 
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Be ſure to be the firſt ; haſte forward: 
Haſte, my dear Eunuch, haſte. (ad. 
Alex. This downright fighting Fool, this thick- 
ſcull'd Hero, 


This blunt unthinking inſtrument of death, 

Wich plain dull Virtue has out · gone my wit. 
Pleaſure for ſook my ecarly'ſt Infancy, 

The Luxury of others robb'd my cradle, 

And raviſh'd thence the promiſe of a Man: 

Caſt out from Nature, diſinherited 

Of what her meaneſt Children claim by kind : 
Yet, greatneſs.kept me from contempt: That's gone? 
Had Cleopatra follow'd my Advice, ; 
Then he had been betray'd, who now forſakes 

She dies for love; bur ſhe has known its joys, 

Gods, is this juſt, that I who know no joys, 

Muſt die, becauſe ſhe loves? 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, Train. 


Oh, Madam, I have ſeen what blaſts my eyes? 
Octavia 's here! p 
Cleop. Peace with that Raven's note. 
I know it too: and now am in 
The Pangs of Death. 
Alex. You are no more a Queen : 
Egypt is loſt.. | 
Cleop. What tell'ſt thou me of Zgype > 
My Lite, my Soul is loſt ! Octavia has him! 
O fatal name to Cleoparre's love! 
My kiſſes, my embraces now are hers ; 
While 1 Bur thou haſt ſeen my Rival; ſpeak, 
Does ſhe deſerve this blefling ? Is the fair, 
Bright as a Goddeſs, and is all Perfection 
Confin'd to her? It ia. Poor I was made 
Of chat courſe matter which, when ſhe was finiſh'd, 
The Gods threw by for rubbiſh. 
Alex. She's indeed a very miracle. 
Death to my hopes; a miracle þ 
Alex. ing. 4 —_— 
I mean of goodneſs; for in beauty, Madam, | 
Lou make all wonders ceaſe. Cleap 
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— * was too raſh : 

Take this in part of recompence. But, oh, 

I fear thou flatter*t me. (giving a Ring, 

Char. She comes l She's here! 

Iras. Flic, Madam, Ceſar's Siſter! * 

Cleop. Were ſhe the Siſter of the Thund' rer Jove, 

And bore her Brother's Lightning in her eyes, 

Thus would I face my Rival. 

(Meets Octav. with Ventid. 
(Octav. bears up to her. Their Trains come up on 

either ſide. 
Octav. I need not ask if you are Cleopatra; 
Your haughty carriage 

Cleop, She ws lam a Queen: 

Nor need I ask who you are. | 

Octav. A Roman . | | 
A Name that makes and can unmake a Queen: (man. 

Cleop. Your Lord the Man who ſerves me, is a N- 

Octav. He was a Roman, till he loſt that name 
To be a Slave in Zgype ;z but I come 
To wg thence. 

Cleop. Peace, peace, my Lover's Juno. 
When he grew ary of rhe honte bets clog 
He choſe my eaſier bonds. 

Octav. I wonder not 
Yourbonds areeaſie; 8 * 

In that laſcivious art: he's not the fir 
For whom you ſpread your ſnares ? Let Ceſar witnels. 

Cleop. I lov'd not Caſar ; *twas but gratitude 
I paid his love: The worſt your malice can, 

Is but to fay, the greateſt of Mankind 
Has been my Slave. The nexr, but far above him 
In my eſteem, is he whom Law calls yours, 

But whom his love made mine. 

Oftav. coming up cloſe to ber.) I would view nearer 
Thar face which has ſo long ufurp*d my right, 

To find th'inevitable Charms, that cateh 
Mankind ſo ſurey that ruin'd my dear Lord. 

_ O you do well to fearch; for had you known 

But dell Charms you had nor loſt his heart. 


Octav. 


—— 


S r eee 


See,, 
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. Oftav. Far be their knowledge from a Roman Lady: 
Far from a modeſt Wife, Shame of our Sex, 
Doſt thou not bluſh, to own thoſe black endearments 
That make fin pleaſing? 
Cleop. You may bluſh, who want em. 
If bounteous Nature, if indulgent Heav'n 
Have giv'n me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt Men, 
Should I not thank em? Should I be aſham'd, 
And not be proud ? Iam, that he has loy'd me, 
And, when I love not him, Heav'n change this face 
For one like thar. 
Ofav. Thou lov him not ſo well. 
Cleop. I love him better, and deſerve him more. 
Octav. You do not; cannot : You have been his ruin. 
Who made him cheap at Rowe, but Cleopatra 
Who made him fcorn'd abroad but C ? 
At Actiam, who betray'd him ? Cleopatra. 
Who made his Children Orphans, and poor me 
A wretched Widow ? Onl atra. 
Cleo. Yet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatra. 
If you have ſuffer'd, I have ſuffer'd more. 
You bear the ſpecious Title of a Wife, 
To gild your cayſe, and draw the pitying World 
To favour it: The World contemns poor me; 
For I haveloſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 
And ftain'd the Glory of my Royal Houſe, 
And all to bear the branded name of Miſtreſs ! 
There wants but life, and that too I would loſe 
For him I love. 3 
Octav. Beꝰt ſo then, take thy wiſh, (Exit. 
Cleop. And tis my wiſh, 
Now — is loſt 1 alone .'_ + 
M ws dim, and every obj 
And frimsbeſore me, inthe mangof death: 
My Spirits, while they were oppo#'d, kept up; 
They could not fink beneath a Rivals ſcorn 
But now ſhe's gone they faint. 
Alex. Mine have had leiſure 
To recolle& theis ſlrength, and furniſh counſel, 
To ruin her; who elſe mult ruin you. 


Cleop. 


* 


Of ſome ſad Lover'sdeath . 
5 = 
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C Vain promil: ! 
2 iy Chermies; nay your hand too, Irs; 


My grief has weight enough to fink you both. 
ConlaRt met ſome ſolitary chamber, 


And draw the curtains round; Th 

Then leave me to my felf, to take alone | 

My fill of grief: 11 
There I till deach will his unkindneſs weep; 

. 110 

(Exeunt. Let 
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4 

Enter Anthony, and Dolabella. | 

4 

Dolabella. I d 

Dei 

* you ſhiftir from your ſelf, on me? Fol 

W you not tell her you mult part # 4 

8 and bid i Wi 

out an it i 

And rother ſhould nor w ON Delabells, Tel 

How many Deaths are in this word ! If! 

dure not truſt my to tell her Th 

One look ofhers wo — — For 

And I ſhould melt till I were loſt again. = 16} 

Dols. Then let Ventidixs ; W. 


He's rough by nature. 
+ Anth. Oh, he'll ſpeak roo harſhly 3 

He'll kill her wich the news: only thou. 
Dole. Nature has caſt mein fo ſoft a mould, 
Thar but to hear a tory feign'd for pleaſure 


And robs me of my manhood. 
oe wich Hach fear to grieve her 
r 


3 refit be log) 


Take 
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Take off the edge from every ſharper ſound, 
And let our parting be as gently made 
As other loves begin. Wilt thou do this 
Dola, What you have ſaid, ſo finks into my Soul, 
Thar, if I muſt ſpeak, I ſhall ſpeak juſt ſo. 


Anth. I leave you then to your ſad task: Farewel. 
I ſent her word to meet you. 


(Goes to the door, and comes back. 
I forgot ; 


Let her be told, I'll make her peace with mine: 
Her crown and Dignity ſhall be preſerv'd, 
It I have pow'r with Ceſar.—O, be ſure 

To think on that. 
Dola. Fear not, I will remember. 

(Anthony goes again to the door, and comes back. 
Anth, And tell her too, how much I was conſtrain'd ; 
I did not this, but with extremeſ force, 

Deſire her not to hate my memory, 
For I ſtill cheriſh hers; — inſiſt on that. 
Dola. Truſt me, Il] not forget it. 
Anth. Then that's all. (Ges: out, and returns agaiz. 
Wilt thou forgive my fondneſs this once more? 
Tell her, though we ſhall never meer again, 
If I hould hear ſhe took another Love, 
The news would break my heart. Now I muſt go; 
For every time I have cerurn'd, I feel 
My Soul more tender, and my next command 
Would be to bid her ſtay, and ruin both. 


Exit. 
Dola. Men are but Children of a larger — 3 
Our appetites as apt to change as theirs, 

And full 22 and full as vain : 

And yet the Soul, ſhut up in her dark room, 
Viewing ſo clear abroad, at home ſees nothing; 
But, like a Mole in earth, buſie and blind, 
Works all her folly up, and caſts it out ward 

To the world's open view : Thus I diſcover d, 
And blam'd the love of ruin'd Anthony ; 

Yet wiſh that I were he, to be ſo ruin'd. 


2 
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Enter Ventidius above. 


Vent. Alone, and talking to himſelf? concern'd too? 
Perhaps my gueſs is right: he lov'd her once, 
And may purlue it ſtil). | 
Dola. O Friendſhip! Friendſhip! 
Ill canſt thou anſwer this, and Reaſon, worſe. 
Unfaithful in th*artempr ; hopeleſs to win; 
And if I win, undone : Mere madneſs all. 
And yet th'occaſion's fair. What injury _. 
To him, to wear the Robe which he throws by? 
Vent, None, none at all. This happens as I wiſh, 
To ruin her yet more with Anthony, 


Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas; Charmion and 
Iras on the other ſide. 
(face! 


Dola, She comes ! What charms hath ſorrow on that 
Sorrow ſeems plcas'd to dwell with ſo much ſweetneſs; 
Yer, now and then, a melancholy ſmile | 
Breaks looſe, like Lightning in a winter's night, 

And ſhews a moment's day, 
Vent, If ſhe ſhould love him too ! Her Eunuch there. 
Thar Porcpiſce bodes ill weather. 
Draw, draw nearer, 
Sweet Devil, that | may hear, 
(Dolabella goes over to Charmion and [ras; 
| "ſeems 10 talk with them. 

Alex. Believe me; try 
To make him jealous ; ſealouſie is like 
A glaſs held to the lips when life's in doubt: 

If there be breath, *rwill cate h the damp and ſhew it. 

Cleop. L grant you jealoufic's is a proof of love; 

But tis a weak and unavailing med'cine : 
It puts out the diſcaſe, and makes it ſhew, 
But has no-pow'r to cure. 

Alex, Tis your laſt remedy, and ſtrongeſt too. 
And then this Dolabella; who ſo fir 
To ptactice on? He's handſome, valiant, young, 
Aad looks as he were laid for Nature's bait To 


Ind 
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To catch weak Womens eyes. 
He fiands already more than half ſuſpected 
Of loving you: The leaſt, kind word or glance 
You give this Youth, wi | kindle him with love: 
Then, like a burning Veſſel fer a dritt, 
You'il fend him down amaiu before the wind, 
To fire the heart of jealvus Anthony. 
Cleop. Can | do this? Ab no; my love's ſo true, 
That | can neither hide it where it ij, 
Nor ſhe w it where it is not. Nature meant me 
A Wife. a filly harmleſs houſe-hold dove, 
Fond wr hout art, and kind without deceit; 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtrels cf me, 
Has thruſt me out to the wide world, unturniſh'd 
Of falſchood to be happy. 
Alex. Force your ſelf. 
Th'erent will be, your Lover will return 
Daubly deſirous to poſſeſs the good 
Which once he feat d to loſe. 
Cleop, I muſt atiempt it; 
But oh with what regret! a 
Exit Alex. (She comes up to Dolabella. 
Vent. So nowthe Scene draws near, they're in my reach. 
Cleop. to Dola.) Diſcourſing with my Women! Might 
Share in your entertainmeat ? (not 1 
Char. You have been 
Ihe ſubje& of it, Madam. 
Cleop. How, and how? 
Iras. Such praiſes ot your beauty! : 
Cleop. Mere Poetry ! | K 
Your Roman Wits, your Gallus and Tibullus, 
Have taught you this from Citheris and Delia. 
Dola. Thoſe Roman Wits have never been in Zgyps. 
Citheris and Delia elſe had been unſung. 
I, who have ſeen—had | been born a Poet, 
Should chuſe a noblet Name. 
Cleop. You flatter me. 
But, tis your Nation's vice: All of your Country 
Are Flatterers, and all falſe. Your Friend's like you. 
I'm ſure he ſent j ou not to ſpeak theſe words, 
; E 2 Dola, 
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Dola. No, Madam; yet he ſent me 
Cleop, Well, he ſent you 
— Of a __ — errand. 

Cleop. How le ? 
Leſs to your ſelf, — ? 
Dola, Madam, to both ? 

For you muſt mourn, and I muſt grieve to cauſe ir. 
Cleop.Y ou Charmion, and your fellow ſtand at diſtance, 
(Aſiae) Hold up, my ſpirits—Well, now Your mourn- 

Fer I'm gend eps can gue da 

For I'm prepar'd, perhaps can it too. 

Dola. | with you would; for tis a thankleſs office 

To tell Ill news: And I, of all your Sex, 

Moſt fear diſpleaſing you. 

Cleop. Of all your Sex, 

I ſooneſt could forgive you, if you ſhould, 

Vent. Moſt delicate advances / Woman! Woman! 

Dear damn'd inconſtant Sex. 

Cleop. In the firſt place, 
I am to be forſaken; is't not ſo ? 

Diuola. | wiſh I could not anſwer to that queſtion; 
Cleop. Then paſs it over, becauſe it troubles you: 

I ſhould have been more griev'd another time. 

Next, I'm to loſe my Kingdom — Fare wel Zgypr. 

Yer, is there any more? 

Dola, Madam, I fear 

Your too deep ſenſe of grief has turn'd your reaſon. 

Cleop. No, no, I'm not run mad; I can bear Fortune; 

And love may be expell'd by other love, 

As poiſons are by poiſons. 

Dola.—You o'crjoy me, Madam, 

To find your griefs ſo moderately born. 

You've heard the worſt : all are not falſe, like him. 

Cleop. No, Heav'n forbid they ſhould. 

Dola. Some Men are conſtant. 

Cleop. And conſtancy deſerves teward, that's certain. 
Dola. Deſerves it not; but give it leave to hope. 

Vent. I'll ſwear thou haſt my leave. I have enough: 

But how to manage this! Well, I'll conſider. 


Dola. 
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D-la. I came prepar'd, 
To tell you heavy news; News, which I thought, 
Would fright the blood from your pale cheeks to heat; 
But you have met it with a chear fulneſs 
That makes my task more eaſie: and my tongue, 
Which on another's meſſage was employ'd, 
Would" g'adly ſpeak its own. _ 

Cleop. Hold, Dolabella. 
Firſt tell me, were you choſen by my Lord ? 
Or ſought you this employment 

D-la. He pick d me out; and, as his boſom- Friend, 
He charg'd me with his words. 

Cleop. The Meſſage then 
I know was tender, and each accent ſmooth, 
To moliihe that rugged word Depart. = ---- 

Dola. Oh, you miſtake: He choſe the harſheſt words, * 
Wich fiery eyes, and with conttacted brows, | 
He coin'd his face in the ſevereſt tamp, 
And fury ſhook his fabrick like an earthquake: 
He heav'd for vent, and burſt like bellowing tna, 
In ſounds ſcarce human, Hence, away for cver : 
Let ber be gone, the blot of my Renown, 
+ And bane of all my hopes: 
© Lether be driven as far as Men can think 
© From Man's commerce: She'll poiſon to the center. 
( All the time of this Speech Cleop. ſeems more and more 

concern d, till ſhe ſinks quite down. 

Cleop. Oh, I can bear no more! (Wretch 

Dela. Help, help, Oh Wretch! Oh curlſed curſed 
What have I done? 

Char. He'p, chafc her temp'es, Jas. 

Iras, Bend, bend her forward quicaly. 

Char. Heav 'n be prais'd, 
She comes again. 

Cleop. Oh, let him not approach me. 
Why have you brought me back to this loa:h'd being, 
Ih'abode of fal hood, vio'a ed vows, 
And injur'd love ? For rity, let me $05 
For if there be a place of long rep ſe, 
I'm ſure | want it. My 411daintul Lord 

E 3 | Can 
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Can never break that quier, nor awake 

The ſleeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb 

Such words as fright her hence. Unkind, unkind. 
Dola. kneeling) Believe me, tis againſt my ſelf I ſpeak, 

That ſure deſerves belief; I injur'd him: 

My friend ne er ſpoke thoſe words. Oh, had you ſeen 

How often he came back, and every time 

With ſomething more obliging and more kind, 

To add to what he ſaid ; what dear farewels; 

How almoſt iſh'd by his love he parted, 

And lean'd to what unwillingly he left: 

I, Traitor as I was, for love of you, 

[ But what can you aot do, who made me falſe} 

[ forg'd that lie; for whoſe —.— kneels 

This felf-accus'd, ſelf-puniſh'd Criminal. 


Cleop.With how much caſe believe we what we wiſh. 

Riſe, Dolabella, if you have been guilty, 

I have contributed ; and roo much love 

Has made me guilty too. 

Th'advance of kindneſs which I made, was feign'd, 

To call back fleeting Love by Jealoufic ; 

Bur *rwould not laſt. Oh, rather let me loſe 

Than ſo ignobly trifle with his heart. (reach, 
Dala. | find your breaſt fenc'd round from human 

Tranſparent as a rock of ſolid chryſtal : 

Seen through, bur never piere d. MyFriend, myFricnd ! 

What endlefs treaſure haſt thou thrown away? 

And ſcatter'd like an Infant, in the Ocean, 

Vain ſums of wealth which none can gather thence. 
Cleop. Could you not beg 

An hour's admittance to his private eat? 

Like one who wanders through long barren wilds, 

And yet forekno ws no hoſpitable Inn 

Is near to ſuecour hunger; 

He eats his fill, before his painful march: 

So would I feed a while my famiſh'd eye, 

Before we part; for I have far to go, 

It Death be far, and never muſt return. 


Venti- 
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ventidius, with Octavia, behind, 


Vent. —— hence you may diſcover Oh, ſwect, 
weet ! 
Would you indeed? the pretty hand in earneft ? 
ella, taking Cleopatra by the hand. 
I will, tor this reward. Draw it not back, 
'Tis all Ie er will beg. 
Vent. They turn upon us. 
Offav. What quick eyes has Guilt ! 
Vent. Seem not to have obſery'd em, and go on; 


They Enter, 


Dola. Saw you the Emperor, Ventidins ? 
Vent. No. 
I ſought him; but I heard that he was private, 
None with him, but Hipparchus his Freedman. 
Dola. Know you his bus'neſs ? 
Vent. Give him inſtructions, 


And Letters to his Brother Ceſar. 
Dola, Well. 
He muſt be found. ( Exeunt Dola. and Cleop? 


Ofav. Moſt glorious impudence 

Vent, She look d methought | 
As ſhe would ſay, Take your old Man, Octavia; 
Thank you, I'm better here — Well, but what uſe 
Make we of this diſcovery ? 

Octav. Let it die. 

Vent. I pity Dolabella; but ſhe's dangerous : 
Her eyes have pow'r beyond Theſſalian Charms 
To draw the Moon from Heav'n: for Eloquence, 
The ſea-green Syrens taught her voice their flatt”ry ; 
And, while ſhe ſpeaks, night ſteals upon the day, 
Unmark'd of thoſe that hear. Then ſhe's ſo charming, 
Age buds at fight of her, and ſwells to Youth. 1 
The holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles ; 
And with heav'd hands, forgetting gravity, 
They bleſs her wanton eyes. Even I who hate her, 

| With 


With a malignant joy behold ſuch beauty; 
And, while 1 curſe, deſire it. Antho 
Muſt needs have ſome remains of — ſtill, 
Which may ferment into a worſe relapſe, 
If now not fully cur'd. I know, this minute, 
With Ceſar he's endeavouring her peace. (poſe 
Octav. You have prevail'd : — but for a farther pur- 
(Walks off. 


I'll prove how he will reliſh this diſcovery. 
What, make a Strumpet's peace ! it ſwells my heart: 
It muſt nor, ſha not be. 

Vent. His Guards 1 oe 
Let me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 


Enter Anthony. 


Anth. Octav. I was looking you, my Love; 
What, are your Letters ready? I have giv'n 


My laſt inſtructions, 
Octav. Mine, my Lord, are written. 
Anth. Ventidins ! (Drawing him aſide. 


Vent. My Lord? 
Anth, A word in private. 
When ſaw you Dolabella: 
Vent. Now, my Lord, 
He parted hence; and Cleopatra with him. a 
Ant h. Speak ſofily. I was by my command he went, 
To bear my laſt fare wel. 
Vent, aloud.) It look d indeed 
Like your farewel. 
An.. More ſoftly, My farewel, 
What ſecret meaning have you in thoſe words 
Of my fare wel? Ne did it by my order. 
Tent. aloud.) Then he obey' d your order. I ſuppoſe 
You bid him do it with all gentleneſs, 
All kindneſs and ail love. 
Anth.. How ſhe mourn'd, 
The poor for'aken Creature! 
Vent. She took it as ſhe ought ; ſhe bore your parting 
A« ſhe di I Cæſar's; as ſhe weuld another's, 
Were anew Love to come, Anth, 
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Anth, aloud.) Thou doſt belic her; 

Moſt baſely and maliciouſly belic her. 
Vent. I thought not to diſpleaſe you; 1 have done. 
Octav. coming up.) You ſeem diſturb'd, my Lord. 
Anth, A very trifle. 


Retire, my Love. 

Vent. It was indeed a trifle. 
He ſent 

Anth. angrily.) No more. Look how thou diſobey'ſt 
Thy life ſhall anſwer ir. (me; 


Ofav. Then tis no trifle. 
Vent. to Octav.) Tis leſs, a very nothing: you too ſaw 
As well as I, and therefore tis no ſecret. 
Anth. She ſaw it! 
Vent. Yes: ſhe ſaw young Dolabella 
Anth. Young Dolabella ! 
Vent. Young, I think him young, 
And handſome too; and ſo do others think him: 
Bur what of that > He went by your command, 
Indeed tis probable, with ſome kind meſſage; 
For the receiv'd it graciouſly ; ſhe ſmil'd : 
And then he grew familiar with her hand, 
Squeez'd it, and worry'd it with ravenous kiſſes: 
She bluſh'd, and figh'd, and ſmil'd, and bluſh'd again: 
At laſt ſhe took occaſion to talk ſoftly, 
And brought her cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his: 
At which, he whiſper'd kifſes back on hers; 
And then ſhe ery d aloud, that Conſtancy 
Should be rewarded. | 
Octav. This I ſaw and heard. (aw, 
Anth. What Woman was it, whom you heard and 
So play ful with my friend? Not Cleopatra? 
Vent. Ev'n ſhe, my Lord. 
Anth. My Cleopatra? 
Vent. Your Cleopatra; 
Dolabella's C 43 
Every Man's C ra. 
Anth. Thou ly'ſt. 
Vent. I do not lie, my Lord. 
Is this ſo ſtrange? ſhould Miſtreſſes be leſt, 


= 
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And not provide againſt a time of change? 
You know ſhe's not much us d to lonely nights. 
Anth. I'll think no more on'r. 
T know tis fa'ſe, and ſee the Plot betwixr you. 
You needed not have gone this way, Octavia. 
What harms it you that Cleopatra's jult ? 
She's mine no more. I ſce, and I forgive. 
Urge it no farther, Love. 

Octav. Are you concern'd. 
That ſhe's found falſe ? 

Anth. I ſhould be, were it ſo; 

For, though, tis paſt, I would not that the World 
Should tax my former choice: That I lov'd one 
Of ſo light note; but I forgive you both, 

Vent. What has my age deſerv'd, that you ſhould 
I would abuſe your cars with perjury? (thiak 
If Heav'n be true, ſhe's falſe.. 

Anth. Though Heav'n and Earth 
Should witneſs it, I'll not believe her tainted. 

Vent. Ill bring you then a witneſs 
From Hell to prove her ſo. Nay go not backs 

(Seeing Alexas juſt entering, and ſtarting back. 
For ſtay you mult and ſhall, 

Alex. What means my Lord? 

Vent. To make you do what moſt you hate, ſpeak 
You are of Cleopatra's private Council, (truth; 
Of her bed · Council, her laſcivious hours; 

Are conſcious of each nightly change ſhe makes, 
And watch her, as Chaldeans do the Moon ; 

Can t Il what figns ſhe paſſes through, what Day. 
Alex. My noble Lord. 

Vent. My moſtilluſtrious Pander, 
No fine ſet ſpeech, no cadence, no turn'd periods, 
Bur a plain home-ſpun truth, is what I ask. 

I did, my ſelf, o*cr hear your Queen make love 

To Dalabella ; ſpeak, for I will know, 

By your confeſſion, what more paſt betwixt em; 
How near the busꝰneſs draws to your employment; 
And when the happy hour. 

Anth. Speak truth, Alexas 3 whether ir offend 
Or pleaſe Ventidins, care not: juſtific Thy 
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Thy injur d Queen from malice: dare his worſt, 
Octav. 7550 See how he gives him courage l how he 
To find her falſe! and ſhuts his eyes to truth, (fears 
Willing to be miſ-led ! 
Alex. As far as Love may plead for woman's frailty, 
Urg'd by deſert and greatneſs ofthe Lover; 
So far, divine Octavia, may my Queen 
Stand ev'n excus'd to you, for loving him 
Who is your Lord: fo far, from brave Ventidiut, 
May her paſt actions hope a fair report. 
Anth. Tis well, and truly ſpoken : mark, Ventidius. 
Alex.To you,moſt nobleEmperor,her ſtrong paſſion 
Srands not excus'd, bur wholly juſtify'd. 
Her beauty's charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Inde and Meroe drew the diſtant vows 
Of ſighing * and at her feet were laid 
The Scepters of the Earth, expos'd on heaps; 
To chuſe where ſhe would reign. 
She thought a Roman only could deſerve het; 
And of all Romans only Anthony; 
And, to be lefs than Wife to you, diſdain'd 
Their lawful paſſion. 
Anth, *Tis but truth. ſert 
Alex, And yet, though Love and your unmatch'd de- 
Have drawn her from the due regard of Honour, 
At laſt, Heav'n open'd her unwilling eyes 
To ſee the wrongs ſhe offer d fair Octavia, 
Whoſe holy bed ſhe unlawfully uſurp'd. 
The ſad effects of this improſperous war, 
Confirm'd thoſe pious thoughts. 
Vent. aſide.) O, wheel you there? 
Obſerve him now; the Man begins to mend, 
And talk ſubſtantial reaſon, Fear not, Eunuch, 
The Emperor has giv'n thee leave to ſpeak. 
Alex. Elſe had I never dar'd i offend his ears: 
With what the laſt neceſſity has urg'd, 
On my forſaken Miſtreſs. Yer | muſt not 
Preſume to ſay her heart is wholly alter'd 
Anth. No, dare not for thy life, I charge thee dare 
Pronounce that fatal word. 1 
v. 
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Oftav. aſide.) Muſt I bear this? Good Heay'n afford 

me patience. 

Vent. On,ſweet Eunuch ; my dear half Man, proceed. 

Alex. Yer Dolabella 
Has lov'd her long; he, next my God-like Lord, 
Deſerves her beſt ; and ſhould ſhe meer his paſſion, 
Rejected, as ſhe is, by him ſhe lov'd mwow_—_ 

Anth. Hence, from my fight; for I can bear no more: 
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell; each torturing hand 
Do thou employ, "ill Cleopatra comes, 

Then join thou roo, and help to torture her. 
(Exit Alexas, thruſt out by Anthony. 

Octav. Tis not well, 

Indeed, my Lord, tis much unkind to me, 
To ſhew this paſſion, this extreme concernment 
For an abandon d, faithleſs Proſtitute. 

Anth. Octavia, leave me: I am much diforder'd. 
Leave me, Hay. 

Oftav. My Lord? 

Anth, 1 bid you leave me. 

Vent. Obey him, Madam: beſt withdraw a while, 
And ſee how this will work. 

Octav. Wherein have [ offended you, my Lord, 
That I am bid to leave you? Am l falſe, 
Or infamous? Am Ia Cleopatra ? 


Were I the, 


Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me leave you; 
But hang upon my neck, take _- es, 
And fawn upon my falſehood . 

Anth, Iis too much: 

Too much, Octavia; Iam preſt with ſorrows 
Too heavy to be born; and you add more: 

I would retire, and recollect whar's left 

Of Man within to aid me. 

Octav. You would mourn | 
In private, for yqur Love, who has betray'd you. 
You did bur half return to me: your kindneſs 
Linger'd behind with her. I hear, my Lord, 

You make conditions for her, 
And would include her Treaty. Wondrous "REY 
Of love to me Anth, 


5. 
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40 Are you my Friend, Ventidins ? 
Or are you turn'd a Dolabella too, 
And let this Fury looſe ? 
Vent. Oh, beadvis d, 
Sweet Madam, retire. | 
Octav. Yes, I will « Jaws never to rerhrn. 
You ſhall no more be atnted with this 
— ha , my Lord, Love will n6ralways MY 
en tirg'd with long unkindneſs, and diſdain : 
Take her again whom you prefer to me ; 
She ſays but to be call'd, Poor cozen'd Man! 
Let a feign'd al her back your heart, 
Which a 9 70 love firſt got: for lau d me, 
1 my juſt ſenſe of wrongs forbid my ſtay, 
My duty — be yours. 
To 5 pledges of our former love, 
My tenderneſs and care ſhall be transferr'd, 
And they ſhall chear, by turns, my widow'd nights : 
So take my laſt fare wel; for I deſpair 
To have you whole ; and ſcorn to take you half. (Ex. 
vente I combat Heav'n which blaſts my beſt defigns : 
My laſt attempt muſt be to win Her back ; z 
Bur oh I fear in vain. [Exit. 
Anth.Whywas | fram'd with this plain honeſt heart, 
V hich knows not to diſguiſe its and weakneſs ; 
ut bears ita workings outward to the World ? 
I ſhould 33 eG, | 
| forc'd a ſmile ar 
Oct avi hd beer a a 
zut I am made a (ullow forded ſtream, 
dee > ie — all my clearneſs ſcorn'd, 
| all my taules expos'd 4 —— See where be come, 
[Enter Dolabclla. 
Vho has Ache ſacred name of Friend, 
| worn it into vileneſs! 
vic how ſecurea brow, and ſpecious form, 
e gilds che ſecret villain! Sure that face 
vas meant for honeſty; but Heaꝰn miſmatch'd ir, 
nd furniſh'd reaſon out with nature's pomp, 
o make its work more eaſie. 
Dela. O, my Friend A 
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Auch. Well Dolabells, you perform'd. my melſage In 
Dola. I did unwillingiy. | 
Anth. hoy ? | 
Was it ſo hard for you to bear bas; 
You ſhould have Wildi it. * 5 
Dola. W hy 2? 13% 1 [ 
Anth. Becauſe you love m6. 
And ſhe receiv'd my meſſage, with as true, 
With as unfeign'd a ſorrow, as you brought it: 
Dola. She loves you, even to madneſs. 
Anth. Oh, Lknowir. 5 
You, Dolabella,do not better know 
How much ſhe truly loves me. And ſhould r. 
Forſake this — dy This all perfect Creature 7 | 
Dola. I could not, were ſhe mine. © or 


Anth, And yetyoufirſt | 
Perſuaded me: How come you alter d ſince J 
Dola. I ſaid at firſt I was not ſit to go; 
I could not hear her ſighs, 2 ſee her tears, 
ut pity muſt prevail: and ſo; perhaps, 
It may again with you; for I bavepromis'd 
That ſhe ſhould rake her laſt farewel : A lee, 
She comes to claim my word. 


Enter Cleopura. 


Anth. Falſe Dolabella. 

Dola. What's falſe, my Lord? . 

Anth. Why, Dolabella's falſe, -  __ 8 
And Cleopatra s falſe ; both falſe and fickleſe, 
Draw near, you well join'd wickedneſs, -> Wha 
Whom I have, in my kindly boſom, warm'd, 

Till I am ſtung to death. 

Dola. My Lord, have [ 
Deſerv'd to be thus us d 

Cleop. Can Heav'n prepare 
A = rorment ? Can it find a curſe 
Beyond our ſeparation ? 17 

Anth. Yes, if Fate 
Be juſt, much greater: Hevn ſhould bei ingenious 


- 
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in puniſhing ſuch crimes. The rowling Stone, 
And gnawing Vulture, were light pains invented 
When Jove was young,and no examples known 
Of mighty ills 3 bur you have'ripen'd fin 
To ſuch a monſtrous growth, *twill poſe the Gods 
To find an equal torture. Two, two ſuch ! 
oh there's no farther name, two ſuch — to me! 
To me, who lock d my Soul with in your brealts, 
Had no deſires, no joys, no life, but you. 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 1 
in dowry with my heart; I had no uſe, | $ 
No fruit of all, but you: a Friend and Miſtreſs 
Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleopatra! 
Oh, Dolabella © how could you betray 
This render heart, which with an infant · fondneſs 
Lay lull'd betwixt your boſoms, and there ſlept, 
Secure of injur'd faith ? 
Dola. It ſhe has wrong'd you, 
Heav'n, Hell, and You revenge it. 
Anth; If he wrong'd me, 
Thou wouldſt evade thy part of guilt; but ſwear 
Thou lov'ſt her not. | 
Dola. Not ſo as I love you. (her. 
Anth. Not lo! Swear, ſwear, I ſay, thou doſt not love 
Dola. No more than Friendſhip will allow. 
Anth. No more? 
Friendſhip allows thee nothing : thou art perjur'd — 
And yet thou didſt not {wear thou lov*dſt her not; 
But not ſo much, no more. Oh trifling Hypocrite, 
ho dar'ſt not own to her thou doſt not love, 
ts, Nor own to me thou doſt! Vent idius heard it: 
Octavia ſa w it. | | 
Cleop. They are Enemies. 
Anth. Alexas is not fo : he, he conteſt it. 
He who, next Hell, beſt knew it, he avow'dir. 
(To Dol.) Why do I ſeek a proof beyond your ſelf ? 
You, whom l ſent to bear my laſt farewel, | 
Rerurn'd to plead her ſtay. 
Dola. What ſhall I anſwer - 
If to bavelov'd be guilt, _ [ have ſinnꝰd: 
2 


"EP 
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But if to have repented of that love 
Can waſh away my crime, I have repented. A 
Yet, it I have offended paſt forgiveneſs, Tr 
Let not her ſuffer ; ſhe is innocent. W 
Cleop. Ah, what will not a Woman do who loves! Is 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that heart Hi 
Where all her joys are plac'd ! Twas I encourag'd, | 
*T was I blew up that fire that ſcorch'd his ſoul, I c; 
To make you jealous ; and by that regain you. An 
But all in vain 3 I cou'd not counterfeit : My 
In ſpite of all the dams, my love broke o'er, WI 


And drown'd my heart again : Fate took th* occaſion; Th 
And thus one minutes feigning has deſtroy'd 
My whole life's truth. 
Anth. Thin cob web - arts of falſhood ; 
Seen, and broke through at firſt. 
Dola. Forgive your Miſtreſs. 
Cleop, Forgive your Friend. 
Anth. You have convinc'd your ſelves, 
You plead each other's cauſe : What Witneſs have you, 
That you but meant to raiſe my jealouſie? 
Cleop. Our ſelves, and Heav'n. (Friendſhip, 
Anth. Guilt witneſſes for guilt. Hence Love and 
You have no longer place in human breaſts, | 
Theſe two have driv n you out. Avoid my fight; 
I would not kill the Man whom I have lov'd ; 
And cannot hurt the Woman; but avoid me, 
I do not know how long I can be tame; 
For, if I tay one minute more to think 
How I am wrong'd, my juſtice and revenge 
Will cry io loud within me, that my pity 
Will not be heard for cither. 
Dola. Heav'n has but 
Our ſorrow for our fins, and then delights 
To pardon erring Man : ſweet mercy 
Its darling attribute, which limits juſtice ; 
As if there were degrees in infinite 3 
And infinite would rather want perfection 
Than puniſh to extent. 
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Anth, I can forgive 
A Foe; but nota Miſtreſs, and a Friend: 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid ſhape, 
Where truſt is greateſt ; and the Soul refign'd 
Is tabb'd by its own Guards : I'll hear no more; 
Hence from my fight for ever. 
Cleop. How? forever! 
I cannot go one moment from your ſight, 
And muſt I go for ever? 
My joys, my only joysare center'd here. 
What place have I togoto? My own Kingdom? 
That I have loſt for you : or to the Romans ? 
They hate me for your ſake : or muſt I wander 
The wide World o'er, a helpleſs, baniſh'd Woman? 
Baniſh'd for love of you ; baniſh'd from you ? 
Ay, there's the baniſhment! Oh hear me; hear me, 
With ſtricteſt juſtice; For I beg no favour : 
And if I have oftended you, then kill me, 
Bur do not baniſh me. 
Anth. | muſt not hear you: 
I have a Fool within me takes your part, 
But honour ſtops my cars. 
Cleop, For pity hear me, 
Would you caſt off a Slave who follow'd you, 
— — beneath your ſpurn? — He has no pity? 
ce} gives one tear to my departure; 
One look, one kind farewel : Oh iron heart! 
Let all the Gods look down, and judge berwix: us, 
If he did ever love 
Anth. No more, Alexa! 
Dola. A perjur'd Villain 
Ant. to Cleop.) Your Alexas; yours. 
Cleop. -O twas his plot: His ruinous deſign 
engage you in my love by jealouſie. 
ear him; confront him wich me; let him ſpcak. 
Anth, I have; I have. | 
Cleop. And if he clear me not ———— (\miles, 
Anth, Your Creature! one who hangs upon youc 
Vatches your eye to ſay or to unſay 
hate er you pleaſe! I am not to be moy'd, 
| F 3 ; Cleo. 


Cleop. Then muſt we part? Fare wel, my cruel Lord, 
Th” appearance is againſt me; and l 
* Unjuſtify'd, for ever from your ſight, 
How l have lov'd, you know ; how yet I love, 
My only comfort is, I know my ſelf : 
I love you more, even now you are unkind, 
Than when you lov'd me moſt: ſo well, ſo truly, 
I'll never ſtrive againſt it; but die pleas'd 
To think you once were mine. 
Antb. Good Heav'n, they weep ac parting. 
Muſt | weeptoo ? That calls em innocent. 
I muſt not weep; and yet I muſt, to think 
Thar I muſt not forgive 
Live; but live wretched :. tis but juſt you ſhou'd, 
Who made me ſo: Live from each other's fight : 
Let me not hear you meet: Set all the Earth, 
And all the Seas betwixt your ſunder'd loves: 
View nothing common but the Sun and Skies. 
Now, all take ſeveral ways; 
And each your own ſad fate with mine deplore ; 
That you were falſe, and I could truſt no more. 


(Exeunt ſeverally. 


— — 


ATV. 


Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras. 
Charmion. 
E juſter, Heav'n: ſuch Vircue puniſh'd th 
B Wil make us think that Chance rules all — 
And ſhuffles, with a random hand, the lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. Ae cheart, 
Cleop. I could tear ou: theſe eyes, that gain d his 
And had not pow r to keep it. O the curſe 
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it dotage! 
Bear witneſs, Gods, you heard him bid me go; 
You whom he mock d with imprecating vows - 


Of 
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6 Of promis'd faith I'll die, I will not bear it. 
(She pulls out her dagger, and they hold her, 
You may hold me 
Bur I can keep my breath; I can die inward, 
And choak this love. 


Enter Alexas. 


Iras, Help, O Alexas help! 
The Queen grows deſperate, her Soul ſtruggles in her, 
With all the agonies of love and rage, 
And ftrives to force its paſſage. X 
Cleop. Let me go. 
Art thou there, Traitor ! O, 
O, for a little breach to vent my rage 
Give, give me way, and let me looſe upon him. 
Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, for my ill tim'd truth, 
Was it for me to prop 
The ruins of a failing Majeſty ? 
To place my ſelf beneath the mighty flaw, 
Thus to be cruſh'd, and pounded into atoms, 
ly, By its o'erwhelming weight? Ti too preſuming 
For ſubjects, to preſerve that wilful pow'r 
Which courts it's own deſtruQion. 
F Cleop. I wou'd reaſon 
| More calmly with you, Did not you o'er-rule, 
And force my piain, direct, and open love 
Into theſe crooked paths of Jealoufic ? 
Now, what's cWevent ? Octavia is remov'd; 
But Cleopatra's baniſh'd. Thou, thou, Villain, 
Haſt puſh'd my boat to open Sea; to prove, 
At my ſad coſt, if thou can'ſt ſtcer it back. 
It cannot be; I'm loſt too far; I'm ruin'd : 
Hence, thou lmpoſtor, Traitor, Monſter Devil—. 
art, I can no mote : thou and my griefs, have ſunk 
his Me down ſo low, that I want voice to curſe thee. 
Alex. Suppoſe ſome ſhipwreck'd Seaman near the 
Drooping and faint, with climbing up the cliff, (ſhore 
If, from above, ſome charitable hand 
0 Pull him to ſafety, hazarding himſelf 1 
420 
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To draw the other's weight; wou'd he look back 
And curſc him for his pains; The caſe is yours: 
Bur one ſtep more, and you have gain'd the height, 
Cleop. Sunk, never more to riſe, 
Alex. Oftavia's gone, and Dolabella baniſh'd. 
Believe me, Madam, Anthony is yours. 
His heart was never loſt ; but ſtarted off 
To Jealoufic, Love's laſt retreat and covert: 
Where it lies hid in ſhades, watchful in ſilence, 
And liſt ning for the ſound that calls it back. 
Some other, any Man, ('tis ſo advane'd) 
May perfect this unfiniſh'd work, which. I 
(Unhappy only to my ſelf) have left 
So eaſie to hi d. 
Cleop. Look well thou do't; elſe 
Alex. Elſe, what your filence thi eatens— Anthony 
Is mounted up the Pharos; from whoſe turrer, 
He ſtands ſurveying our Ægyptian Gallies, 
Engag'd with Cæſar 's Fleet. Now Death or Conqueſt. 
If the firſt happen, Fate acquits my promiſe: 
If we o'crcome, the Conqueror is yours. 
A diftant ſhout within. 
Char. Have comfort, Madam : Did you mark that 
(hour ? 
| Second ſhout nearer, 
Iras. Hark; they redouble it. 
Alex. Tis from the Port. 
The loudneſs ſhews it near: Good News kind Heavens. 
Cleop. Oſiris make it ſo. 


Enter Serapion. 


Serap. Where, where's the Queen ? 
Alex. How frighttully the holy Coward ſtares ?- 
As if not yet recover'd of th'affaulr, | 
When all his Gods, and what's more dear to him, 
His offerings were at ſtake. 

Serap. O horror, horror! 
yt has been: our lateſt hour is come: 
Ihe Queen of Nations, from her ancient ſcat. 
* 


Is 
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Ts ſunk for ever in the dark abyſs : 
Time has unrowl'd ker Glories to the laſt, 
And now clos'd up the volume. 
Ze more plain: 

Say, whence thou com'ſt; though Fate is in thy face, 
Which from thy haggard eyes looks wildly out, 
And threatens ere thou ſpeak'ſt. 

Serap. I come from Pharos; 
From viewing (ſpare me, and imagine it) 
Our Land's laſt hope, your Navy. ... 

Cleop. Vanquiſh'd ? 

Serap. No. 
They fought nor. 

Cleop. Then they fled. 

Serap. Nor thar. I ſaw, 

With Azthony, your well appointed Fleet 
Row out; and thrice he wav'd his hand on high, 
And thrice with cheerful cries they ſhouted back. 
*T was then, falſe fortune like a fawning Strumpet, 
About to leave the bankrupt Prodigal, 

With a diſſembling ſmile would kits at parting, 
And flatter to the laſt. The well-tim'd Oars 

Now dipt from every bank, now ſmoothly run 

To meet the Foe ; and loon indeed they met; 

Bur not as Foes. In few, we ſaw their Caps 

On either fide thrown up; th. Zgyprian Gallies 
Recciv'd like Friends, paſt through, and fell behind 
The Roman rear: and now they all come forward, 
And ride within the Port. | 

Cleop. Enough, * : 
ve heard my doom. This needed not, you Gods: 
When Lloſt Anthony, your work was done; | 
"Tis but ſuperfluous malice. Where's my Lord? 
How bears he this laſt blow ? 

Serap. His fury cannot be expreſs'd by words: 
Thrice he attempted headlong to have faln 
Full on his Foes, and aim'd at Ceſar's Galley. 
Wich- held, he raves on you; Crics, hes berray'd! 
Should he not find you. — 
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Alex. Shun him, ſeek your ſafety, 
?Till you can clear your Innocence. 
Cleop. 1'!l tay. 
Alex. You muſt not: haſte you ro your Monument, 
While I make ſpeed to Ceſar. 
Cleop. Ceſar ! No, 
I have no buſineſs with him. 
Alex. 1 can work him, 
To ſpare your life, and let this Madman periſh. 
Cleop. Baſe fawning Wretch ! Wouldſt thou betray 
him too? 
Hence from my fight, I will not hear a Traitor: 
*T was thy deſign brought all this ruin on us. 
Serapion, thou art honeſt ; counſel me: 
But haſte, cach moment's precious. 
Serap. Retire; you mutt not yet ſee Anthony. 
He who began this miſchief, 
"Tis juſt he tempt the danger: Let him clear you 3 
And, ſince he offer'd you his ſervile tongue, 
To gain a poor precarious life from Ceſar ; 
Let him expoſe that fawning eloquence, 
And ſpeak to Anthony, 
Alex. O Heav'ns! I dare nor, 
I meer my certain death. 
Cleop. Slave, thou deſerv'ſt it. 
Not that | fear my Lord, will I avoid him; 
I know him noble: When he baniſh'd me; 
And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my life: 
But I'll be juſtify'd, and then die with him. 
Alex. O pity me, and let me follow you. (canſt, 
Chop. To death, if thou ſtir hence ſpeak, if thou 
Now for thy life, which baſely thou would'ſt fave, 
While mine I prize at this. Come, good Serapion- 
[Exeunt Cleop. Serap. Char. Iras. 
Alex. O that I leſs cou'd fear to loſe this being, 
Which, like a ſnow-ball in my coward hand, 
The more tis graſp'd, the faſter melts away. 
Poor reaſon What a wretched aid art thou? 
For ſtill in ſpight of thee, 
Thefe two long lovers, ſoul and body, dread 
Their ſinal ſeparation. Let me think : What 
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What can I ſay to ſave my ſelf from death? 
No matter what becomes of Cleopatra. 
Anth. within. Which way, where? 
Vent. within. This leads to the monument. 
Alex. Ah me! l hear him; yet I'm unprepar'd : 
My gift of lying's gone; 
And this court devil, which I ſo oft have rais' 9 
Forſakes me at my need. I dare not ſtay 3 
Let cannot far go hence. (Ext. 
Enter Anthony and Ventidius. 
Anth, O happy Ceſar ! thou haſt men to lead: 
Think not, tis thou haſt conquer'd Anthony, 
But Rome his conquer'd Zgypr. I'm berray'd. 
Vent. Curle on this treach'rous train ! 
Their ſoil and heav n infeR em all with baſeneſs: 
And their young Souls come tainted to the world 
With the firſt breath they draw. 
Anth, Th' o villain ſure no God created; 
He was a baſtard ot the Sun, by Nile, 
Ap'd into man; with all his mother 's mud 
Cruſted about his ſoul. 
Vent, The Nation is 
One Univerſal Traitor; and their Queen 
The —_ —4 and 2 of em all. 
there yet 
A — of aid = * ? 
Is there one God unſworn to my deſtruRtion > 


The leaſt unmortga gap'd hope? hope? yon ifthere be, 
Methinks I cannor the Fate 


Ot ſuch a Boy as Ceſar. 
The world's das balfis in Anthony : 
And, from each limb of it that's hew'd away, 
The Soul comes back to me. 

Vent. There yet remain 
ai „ 8 — 

off the If Death be your de 

(a muſt wiſh it now) theſe are ſufficient 
To make a heap about us of dead Foes, 
An honeſt Pile for burial. 


* 
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Anth. re enough. 

We'll not divide our Stars; bur fide by fide 

Fight emulous : And with malicious eyes 

Survey each other's acts: So every Death 

Thou giv*ſt, I'll take on me, as a juſt debt, 

And pay thee back a Soul. | 
Vent. Now you ſhall ſee L love you. Not a word 
Of chiding more. By my few hours of life, 

I am ſo pleas d with this brave Roman Fate, 
That I wou'd not be Ceſar, to out · live you. 
When we put off this fleſh, and mount together, 
I ſhall bethewtito all ch Echerial crows * ; 
Lo, this is he who dy'd with Antony. 

Anth. Who knows but we may pierce through all 
And revth wy Vu: Ti word ih attempting 
my Veterans yet? Tis 1 2 
T*o'er-leap this gul h 0 Fate, 
And leave our ring Deſti 


' Enter Alexas, trembling 


= 
ed * 
C 4 
With all her cunning, all ber arts of falfchood ? 
How he looks out through thoſe difſembling eyes 
See how he ſets his count'nance for deceit ; 


And promiſes a lie, before he ſpeaks. 

Let me difparch him firſt. (Drawing. 
Alex. O ſpare me, ſpate me. 
Anth. Hold, he's not worth your killing On thy life. 


(Which thou f R kiep, beraaſe I corn to taker} 


No ſyllableto — Qpeem 
Save thy baſe tongue its 
Alex. Sir, ſhe's gone, 


Where ſhe ſhall never be molefted more 
By Love, or you. 
oe yp Dolabella ! my 
raitor, I reyoke my promiſe, 3 
. y 18 (Going to kill bim. 
Alex. O hold, ſhe is not fled. 


Anth, 


* 
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Anth. She is. My eyes 
Are open to her falſehood; my whole life 
Has been a golden dream of Love and Friendſhip. 

But, now I wake, I'm like a Merchant, rows d 
From ſoft repoſe to ſee his Veſſel ſinking, 

And all his wealth caſt o'er, Ingrateful Woman! 
Who follow'd me, but as the Swallow Summer, 
— her young ones in my kindly beams, 
Singing her Flatt'ries to my morning wake; 

But, now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her wings, 
And ſceks the Spring of Ceſar. 

Alex, Think not fo : 
Her fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours. 
Had ſhe betray d her Naval force to Rome, 
How eaſily might ſhe have gone to Ceſar, 
Secure by ſuch a bribe? 

Vent. She ſent it firſt, 
To be more welcome after. 

Anth. *Tis too plain; 

Elſe wou'd ſhe have appear d, to clear herſelf. 

Alex. Too fatally ſhe has; ſhe eould not bear 
To be accus'd by you? but ſhut herfelf | 
Within her Monument: Look'd down, and figh'd ; 
While, from her unchang'd face, the filent tears 
Dropt, as they had not leave, bur ſtole their parting, 
Some undiſtinguiſh'd words ſhe inly murmur'd ; 

At laſt, ſhe rais'd her eyes; and, with ſuch looks 
As dying Lucrece caſt. — | 

Anth, My heart forebodes.— 

Vent. All for the beſt : goon. 

Alex. She ſnarch'd her poniard, 
And, e're we cou'd prevent the fatal blow, 
fung d it within her breaſt : Then turn d to me, 
Go, bear my Lord, ſaid ſhe, my laſt fare wel. 
And ask him if he yer ſuſpeQ my faith. 
More ſhe was ſaying, but Death ruſh d betwi t. 
She half pronounc'd your name with her laſt breath, 
And bury'd half within her. 
Vens. Beav'nbe prais'd. 


G 
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Anth. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love? yy. 
And art thou dead ? Anc 
O thoſe two words l their ſound ſhould be divided. Let 
Hadf thou been falſe, and dy'd ; or hadſt thouliv'd, An. 
And hadſt been true But innocence and Death! fly 
This ſhow's not well above. Then what am I? 


The Murderer of this Truth, this Innocence 4 
Thoughts cannot form themſelves in words ſo horrid 1 
As can expreſs my guilr ! Bur 
Vent, Is't come to this The Gods have been too gra. For 
(ciowſ]ang 

And thus you thank em fort. Sho 
Anth. to Alex.) Why ſtay'ſt thou here? We 

Is it for thee to ſpy upon my Soul, * 
And ſee its in ward mourning ? Get thee hence; [ill 
Thou art not worthy to behold, what now Alot 
Becomes a Roman Emperor to perform. My 
Alex. aſide.) He loves her ſtill : Like 
His grief betrays it. Good i the joy to find VII 
She's yet alive, compleats the reconcilement. y 


I've ſav'd my ſelf, and her. But oh! The Romans / But 
Fate comes too faſt upon my wit, 
Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each doub 


Exi 

Vent. Would ſhe had dy'd a little ſooner an. 
Before Oct᷑avia went; you might have treated: 
Now t will look tame, and would not be receiv'd. 
Come rouze your ſelf, and let's die warm together. 

Anth. | will not fight: There's no more work for 
The bus'neſs of my angry hours is done. (War 

Vent. Ceſar is at your Gates, 

Anth, Why, let him enter; 


He's yy = _ ha, 4 
Vent. W rgy into your ſou] ? T 
Anth. "Tis but a (rn ef life, and 2 deſire 4 

To tree my ſelf from bondage. | V 
Vent. Do it bravely, For 


Amnth. | will; bur not by fighting, O Ventidias ! 
What ſhould I fight for 3 is dead. 1 


I was bur great for her; my Pow'r, my Empire, And 


Were 


\ 
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e Were but my merchandiſe to buy her love: 
And conquer'd Kings, my Factors. Now ſhe's dead, 
Let Ceſar take the World, 
An empty circle, ſince rhe Jewel's gone, 
Which made it worth my ſtrife: My being's nauſeous; 
For all the bribes of life are gone away. 
Vent. Would you be taken ? 
1 Anth. Yes, I would be taken; 
But, as a Roman ought, dead, my Ventidins : 
ra. ¶ For I'll convey my Soul from Ceſar's reach, 
dus And lay down life my ſelf. Tis time the World 
Should have a Lord, and know whom to obey. 
We two have kept its homage in ſulpence, 
And bent the Globe on whoſe each fide we trod, 
Till ic was dinted inwards : Let him walk 
Alone upon't; I'm weary of my part. 
My torch is out; and the World ſtands before me 
Like a black deſart, atth* approach of night: 
II lay me down, and tray no farther on. 
Vent. I could be griev'd, 
But that I'll not out · live you. Chuſe your death; 
For, I have ſeen him in ſuch various tha 5 
I care not which I take: I'm only — » 
xu. The life I bear is worn to ſuch a rag, 
Tis ſcarce worth giving. I could wiſh indeed 
We threw it from us with a better grace; 
That, like two Lions taken in the toils, 
We might at laſt thruſt out our paws, and wound 
The Hunters that incloſe us. | 
Anth. I have thought on't, 
Fentidius, you mult live. 

Vent. I muſt nor. Sir. 

Anth. Wilt thou not live, to ſpeak ſome good of me: 
To ſtand by my fair Fame, and guard th' approaches 
From the ill congues ot Men ? 

Vent. Who ſhall guard mine, 

For living after you ? 
| Anth, Say, I command it. 
Vent. If we die well, our deaths will ſpeak themſelves, 
And need no living witneſs. 
Vere G 2 Anth. 
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Anth, Thou haſt lov'd me, 
And fain I would reward thee: I muſt die; 
Kill me, and take the merit of my death 
To make thee friends with Ceſar. 
Vent. I thank your kindneſs. 
You ſaid I loy'd you; and in recompence, 
You bid me turn a Traitor : Did I think 
You would have us d me thus > That I ſhould die 
With a hard thought of you ? 
Anth, Forgive me, Roman. 
Since I have heard of Cleopatra's death, 
My reaſon bears no rule upon my tongue, 
Bur lets my thoughts break all at random out. 
I've better thought; do not deny me twice. 
Vent. By Heav'n, I will not; 
Let it not be t' out · live you. 
Anth. Kill me firſt, 
And then die thou: for tis but juſt thou ſerve 
Thy Friend before thy ſelf. 
Vent. Give me your hand, 


We ſoon ſhall meet again. Now, farewell, my Emperor. 


| (Embrace, 
Methinks that word's too cold to be my laſt: 


Since Death ſweeps all diſtinctions, farewel Friend. 
That's al 
I will not make a bus'neſs of a trifle : 
And yer I cannot look on you, and kill you ; 
Pray turn your 
Anth, I do: Strike home, and ſure. 
vent. Home as my ſword will reach, 


(Kulls bim ſel. 
Anth. O thou miſtak'ſt; | 
That wound was none of thine, give it me back ; 
Thou robb'ſt me of my Death. 
Vent. I do indeed; 
Bur, think tis the firſt time I e' er deceiv'd you; 
If that may plead my pardon. And you Gods, 
Forgive me, it you will; for I die perjur'd, 
Rather than kill my Friend. (Dies 


Ant, 


Ir, 


ce. 


el;, 


ies. 
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Anth. Farewel. Ever my Leader, ev'n in death! 

My Queen and thou have got the ſtart of me, 

And I'm the lag of Honour. Gone ſo ſoon in ? 

Is Death no more ? he us d him careleſly, 

With a familiar kindneſs: ere he knock d, 

Ran to the door, and took him in his arms, 

As wo — ſay, y' are welcome at all 8 

A Fri give no warning, Books had ſpoil'd hi 

For all the Learn'd are Cowards by — * 

Tis not worth 


IMy farther thought: For Death, for oughe I know, 


Is but to think no more. Here's to be ſatisfy d. 
| Falls on his Sword, 
I've miſs'd my heart. Ounperformirf hand! 
Thou never cou'dſt have err'd in a worſe time. 
My Fortune jades me to the laſt ; and Death, 
Like a great Man, takes ſtate, and makes me wait 
For my admittance (Trampling within. 
Some perhaps from Ceſar: 
If he ſhou'd find me living, and ſuſpect 
That | plaid booty with my life. I'll mend 
My work, ere they can reach me. (Riſes upon his knees. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras. 


Cleop. Where is my Lord? Where is he? 
Char. There he lyes, 


And dead Ventidius by him. 
Cleop. My Fears were Prophets; I am come too late. 
O that accurs'd Alexas / (Runs to him. 


Anth. Art thou living? 
Or am I dead before I knew? And thou 
The firſt kind Ghoſt that meets me? 
Cleop. Help me ſeat him. 
Send quickly, ſend for help. 


(They place him in a Chair. 
Anth, lam anſwer'd. 
We live both. Sir thee down, my 


I'll make the moſt I caFof life, ro ſtay 
A moment more with thee, 


G 3 | Cleop. 
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Cleop. How is it with you ? 
Anth, "Tis as with a Man | 
Removing ina hurry ; all pack'd up, 
But one dear jewel that his haſte forgot; 
And he, for that returns upon the ſpur : 
So I come back for thee. (ro me: 
Cleop. Too long, you Heav'ns, you have been cruel 
Now ſhew your mended faith, and give me back 
His ſleeting life. — 
Anth. It will not be, my Pove. 
I keep my ſoul by force. 
Say but thou art not falſe. - 
Cleop. Tis no too late. 
To ſay lm true: l prove it and die with you. 
Unknown to me, Alexa feign'd my death: 
Which, when I knew, I haſted to prevent 
This fatal conſequence. My Fleet betray d 
Both you and me. 
Ant h. And Dolabella - 
Cleop.Scarce eſteem'd before he lov'd;but hated now, 
Anth, Enough; my life's not long enough tor more: 
Thou ſay ſt thou wilt come after: | believe thee ; 
For I can now believe what e er thou ſay'ſt, 
That we may part more kindly. 
Cleop. 1 will come : 
Doubr not, my life, I'll come and quickly too. 
Ceſar ſhall triumph o'er no part of thee. 
Anth, But grieve not, while thou ſtay'ſt, 
My laſt diſaſtrous times: 
Think we have had aclear and glorious day : 
And Heav'n did kindly to delay the ſtorm 
Juſt till our cloſe of ev ning. Ten Years love; 
And not a moment loſt, but all improv d 
To th* utmoſt joys : What ages have we liv'd? 
And now to die each other's, and, ſo dying, 
While hand in hand we walkin 2 below, 
Whole troops of Lovers Ghoſts ſhall flock about us, 
And all the rram be ours. 
Cleop. Your words are like the notes of dying Swans 
Too ſweet to laſt. Were there ſo many hours 
For your unkindneſs, and not one ſor love? Anth. 
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Ant h. No, not a minute, .-Ihis one kiſs · more worth 
Than all I leave to Ceſar. (dies. 
Cleop. O, tell me ſo again; 

And take ten thouſand kiffes, for that word. 
My Lord, my Lord: Speak, if you yet have being; 
e: Sigh to me, if you cannot ſpeak ; or caſt 
el One look: do any _ that ſhows you live. 
Iras, He's gone too far, to hear you; 
And this you ſee a lump of ſenſeleſs clay, 
The leavings of a Soul. 
Char. Remember, Madam. 
He charg'd you not to grieve. 
— And I'll — — 
I have notlov'd a Rowes, not to know 
What ſhould become his wife; his wife, my Charmion; 
For *ris to that high title I aſpire ; 
And now [I'll not die leſs. Let dull Oct᷑avia 
Survive, to mourn him dead : My nobler Fate 
Shall knit our ſpouſals with a tie too ſtrong 
v. For Roman laws to break. 
e: Iras, Will you then die? 
Cleop. Why ſhou'dſt thou make that queſtion ? 
Iras. Caſar 's moſt merciful. 
Cleo. Let him be ſo 
To thoſe that want his mercy. My poor Lord 
Made no ſuch cov*nant with him, to ſpare me 
When he was dead. Yield me to C2/ar's pride? 
What, to be led in triumph through the ſtreets, 
A ſpectacle to baſe Plebeian eyes; 
While ſome dejected Friend of Anthony's, 
Cloſe in a corner, ſhakes his head, and mutters 
A ſecret curſe on her who ruin'd him ? 
I'll none of that. 
Char. Whatever you reſolve, 
I'll follow ev*n to Death. 
Iras. I only fear'd 
For you; but more ſhou'd fear to live without you. 
Cleop. Why,now,'tis as it hou'd be quick,myFricnds 
1s Diſpatch; ere this the town's in Ceſar's hands: 
. My Lord looks down concern'd and fears my ſtay, 1 
"Y e 
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Leſt | ſhould be ſurpriz'd : 

Keep him not waiting for his love too long. 

You, Charmion, — my Crown and richeſt Jewels, 
With em, the wreath of Victory I made 

(Vain Augury!) for him who now lies dead; 

You, 1ras, bring the eure of all our ills. 

Trat. The Aſpicks, Madam : 

Cleop. Muſt I bid you twice? (Ex. Char. and [ras, 
"Tis ſweet to die, when they wou'd force life on me, 
To ruſh into the dark abode of Death, 

And ſeize him firſt ; if he be like my Love, 

He is not frighiful ſure. 

We're now alone, in ſecreſie and ſilence, 

And is not this like Lovers? I may kiſs 

Theſe pale, cold lips; Octavia does not ſee me, 
And, oh ! tis better far to have him thus, 

Than ſee him in her arms. — O welcome, welcome. 


Enter Charmion, Iras. 


Char. What muſt be done ?. 

Cleop. Short ceremony, Friends : 
Bur yer it muſt be decent. Firſt, this Laurel 
Shall crown my Hero's head: He fell not baſely, 
Nor left his ſhield behind him. Oaly thou 
Could'ſt triumph o'er thy ſelf; and thou alone 
Wert worthy ſo to triumph. 

Char. To what end 
Theſe enfigns of your Pomp and Royalty ? 

Cleap. Dull, that thou art l Why, tis to meet my Love; 
As when I ſaw him firſt, on Cydnos bank, 
All ſparkling, like a Goddeſs, ſo adorn'd, 
I'll find him once again. My ſecond ſpouſals 
Shall match my firſt in glory. Haſte, haſte, both, 
And dreſs the Bride of Anthony. 

Char, *Tis done. 
Now feat me by my Lord. I claim this place; 
For I muſt conquer Ceſar roo, like bim, 
And win my ſhare o'th* World. Hail, you dear relicks 
Of my immortal Love. 


O 
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O let no impious hand remove you hence; 
But reſt for ever here: let Ægyt give 
His death that peace, which it deny d his life. 
Reach me the casket. 
Iras. Underneath the fruit the Aſpick lyes. (ceiver! 
Cleop.putting aſide the leaves.) Welcome thou kind de- 
Thou beſt of Thieves, who with an eaſie key 
Doſt open life, and unperceiv'd by us, 
Ev'n ſteal us from our ſelves; diſcharging ſo 
Death's dreadful office better than himſelf ; 
Touching our limbs ſo gently into ſlumber, 
That Death ſtands by, deceiv'd by his own image, 
And thinks himſelf but Sleep. 
Serap. within.) The Queen, where is ſhe? 
The town is yielded, Ceſar's at the gates. 
Cleop. He comes too late to invade the rights otDeath : 
Haſte, bare my arm, and rouze the Serpent's fury. 
(Holds out her arm and draws it back, 
Coward fleſh 


Would thou confpire with Ceſar, to betray me, 
As thou wert none of mine? I'll force thee to'r, « 
And not be ſent by him, 1 — 
But bring my ſelf, my Soul to Anthony. 
(Turn: — and then ſhows her arm bloody, 

Take hence; the work is done. 

Serap. within.) Break ope* the door, 
And guard the Traitor well. 

Char. The next is ours. 

Iras. Now, Charmion, to be worthy 
Of our great Queen and 8 wats af 
| apply the Aſpics. 
|  Cleop. Already, death, I feel thee in my veins ; 2 

I go with ſuch a will to find my Lord, 
That we ſhall quickly meet. ü 

A heavy numbneſs creeps through every limb, 
And now tis at my head: My eye-lids fall, 
And my dear Love is vaniſh'd in a mift, 
Where ſhall I find him, where? O turn me to him, 
And lay me on his breaſt ——— Ceſar, thy worſt; 
Now part us, if thou canſt. Dies. 


Iras 
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Iras ſinks down at her feet, and dies. 
Charmion fands behind her chair, as dreſſing her head. 
Enter Serapion, two Prieſts, Alexas bound, Ægyptians. 


2 Prieſts. Behold, Serapion, what havock Death has 
made ! 


Serap. Iwas what I fear'd. 
Charmios, is this well done? 
Char. Les tis well done, and like a Queen; the laſt 
Of her great Race: I follow her. f 
(Sinks down ant dies. 
Alex. "Tis true, 


She has done well: Much better thus to die, 
Than live to make a Holy · day in Rome. 
Serap. See, how the Lovers ſit in State together, 

As they were giving Laws to halt Mankind. 
Thi impreſſion of a ſmile letr in her face, 
Shews ſhe dy'd pleas'd with him for whom ſhe liv'd, 
And went to charm him in another World, 
Ceſar's juſt entring, grief has now no leiſure. 
Secure that Villain, as our pledge of ſafety es, 
To grace th* Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleſt Pair, 
Secure from human chance, long Ages out, 
While all the ſtorms of Fate fly o'er your Tomb 3 

And Fame to late Poſterity ſhall tell, 

No Lovers liv'd ſo great, nor dy d ſo well. 


EPI- 


P Oets, like Diſputants, when reaſons fail, 


Have one ſare refuge left ; and that's to rail. 
Fop, Coxcomb, Fool, are thunder d through the Pit; 


And this is all their equipage of wit. 

We wonder how the Dev'l this diff rence grows, 
Bet wixt our Fools in verſe, and yours in proſe ; 
For, faith, the quarrel rightly underſtood, 
*Tis Civil · war with their own fleſh and blood. 
The thread-bare Author hates the gaway coat; 
And ſwears at the gilt-coach, but ſwears afoot. 
For tis obſerv'd of every ſcribling Man, 

He grows 4 Fop as faſt as c er he can; 

Prunes up, and asks his Oracle, the Glaſs, 

If pink or purple beſt becomes his face. 

For our poor Wretch, he neither rails nor pray; 
Nor likes your wit juſt as you like his Plays ; 
He has not yet ſo much of Mr. Bays. 

He does his beſt ; and if be cannot pleaſe, 

Won d — 1 out his Writ of caſe. 

Tet, if he might his own Grand · Jury call, 

By the fair Sex he begs to ſland or fall, 

© Let Czſar's pow'r the Mens ambition move, 

| But grace you him who loſt the world for Love. 
Tet ¶ ſome antiquated Lady ſay, 

The laſt Age is not copy d in bis Play; 
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Heav'n help the Man who for that face mull drudge, 
Which only has the wrinkles of a Judge. 

Let not the young and beauteous join with thoſe ; 
For ſhow'd you raiſe ſuch numerous hoſts of Foes. 
Young Wits and Sparks he to his aid muſt call; 

"Tis more than one Man's work to pleaſe you all. 


